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TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 



Hear, Land o* Cakes and brither Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Jonny Groats', 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede ye tent it ; ' 
A duel's amang you takin' notes, 

Au* faith he'll prent it ! 

BURN*. 



Ahora bien, dixo il Cura, traedme, scnor hutsved, aquesos li~ 
sy que los quiero ver. Que me place, respondib el, y entrando^ 
en su aposento, saco del una jnaletilla vit>ja cerrada co?i una, 
cadenilla, y abriendola, hallo en ella tres tibros grandes y iuios 
papeles de muy buena, letra escritos de ma?w. DON QUIXOTE, 
Parte I. Capitulo 32. 

It is mighty well, said the .priest ; pray, landlord, bring me 
those books, for I have a mind to see them. With all my heart, 
answered the host ; and, going to his chamber, he brought out 
a little old cloke-bag, with a padlock and chain to it, and, open- 
ing it, he took out three large volumes, and some manuscript 
papers written in a fine character. JARVIS'S Translation. 



THE 

HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 



CHAPTER I. 

The spirit I have seen 

May be the devil. And the devil has power 
To assume a pleasing shape. 

Hamlet. 

\VITCHCRAFT and demonology, as we have had 
already occasion to remark, were at tins period be- 
lieved in by almost all ranks, but more especially 
among the stricter classes of presbyterians, whose 
government, when their party were at the head of 
the state, had been much sullied by their eagerness 
to enquire into, and persecute these imaginary 
crimes. Now, in this point of view, also, Saint 
Leonard's Crags and the adjacent Chase were a 
dreaded and ill-reputed district. Not only had 
witches held their meetings there, but even of very 
Late years the enthusiast, or impostor, mentioned in 
the Pandaemonium of Richard Bovet, Gentleman,* 

* Note 1., p. 19. The Fairy Boy of Leith. 
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had, among the recesses of these romantic cliffs, 
found his way into the hidden retreats where the 
fairies revel in the bowels of the earth. 

With all these legend*- Jeanie Deans was too well 
acquainted, to escape that strong impression which 
they usually make on the imagination. Indeed, re- 
lations of this ghostly kind had been familiar to her 
from her infancy, for they were the only relief which 
her father's conversation afforded from controver- 
sial argument, or the gloomy history of the strivings 
and testimonies, escapes, captures, tortures, and 
executions of those martyrs of the Covenant, with 
whom it was his chiefest boast to say he had been 
acquainted. In the recesses of mountains, in ca- 
verns, and in morasses, to which these persecuted 
enthusiasts were so ruthlessly pursued, they con- 
ceived they had often to contend with the visible 
assaults of the Enemy of mankind, as in the cities, 
and in the cultivated fields, they were exposed to 
those of the tyrannical government and their sol- 
diery. Such were the terrors which made one of 
their gifted seers exclaim, when his companion 
returned to him, after having left him alone in a 
haunted cavern in Sorn in Galloway, " It is hard 
living in this world incarnate devils above the 
earth, and devils under the earth ! Satan has been 
here since ye went away, but I have dismissed him 
by resistance ; we will be no more troubled with 
him this night." David Deans believed this, and 
many other such ghostly encounters and victories, 
on the faith of the Ansars, or auxiliaries of the 
banished prophets. This event was beyond David's 
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remembrance. But he used to tell with great awe, 
yet not without a feeling of proud superiority to 
his auditors, how he himself had been present at a 
field-meeting at Crochmade, when the duty of the 
day was interrupted by the apparition of a tall black 
man, who, in the act of crossing a ford to join the 
congregation, lost ground, and was carried down 
apparently by the force of the stream. All were 
instantly at work to assist hirn, but with so little 
success, that ten or twelve stout men, who had hold 
of the rope which they had cast in to his aid, were 
rather in danger to be dragged into the stream, 
and lose their own lives, than likely to save that of 
the supposed perishing man. " But famous John 
Semplc of Carspharri," David Deans used to say 
with exultation, " saw the whaup in the rape. > 
4 Quit the rope,' he cried to us, (for I that was but 
a callant had a haud o' the rape mysell,) * it is the 
Great Enemy I he will burn, but not drown ; his 
design is to disturb the good wark, by raising won- 
der and confusion in your minds ; to put off from 
your spirits all that ye hae heard and felt/ Sae we 
let go the rape," said David, " and he went adown 
the water screeching and bullering like a Bull of 
Bashan, as he's ca'd in Scripture/'* 

Trained in these and similar legends, it was no 
wonder that Jeanie began to feel an ill-defined 
apprehension, not merely of the phantoms which 
might beset her way, but of the quality, nature, and 
purpose of the being who had thus appointed her 

* Note II., p. 20. Intercourse of the Covenanters with the 
Invisible World. 

A2 
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a meeting, at a place and hour of horror, and at 
a time when her mind must be necessarily full of 
those tempting and ensnaring thoughts of grief and 
despair, which were supposed to lay sufferers par- 
ticularly open to the temptations of the Evil One. 
If such an idea had crossed even Butler's well- 
informed mind, it was calculated to make a much 
stronger impression upon hers. Yet firmly be- 
lieving the possibility of an encounter so terrible 
to flesh and blood, Jeanie, with a degree of resolu- 
tion of which we cannot sufficiently estimate the 
merit, because the incredulity of the age has ren- 
dered us strangers to the nature and extent of her 
feelings, persevered in her determination not to 
omit an opportunity of doing something towards 
saving her sister, although, in the attempt to avail 
herself of it, she might be exposed to dangers so 
dreadful to her imagination. So, like Christiana 
in the Pilgrim's Progress, when traversing with a 
timid yet resolved step the terrors of the Valley of 
the Shadow of Death, she glided on by rock and 
&tone, " now in glimmer and now in gloom," as lief 
path lay through moonlight or shadow, and endf A- 
voured to overpower the suggestions of fear, so?ae- 
times by fixing her mind upon the distressed con- 
dition of her sister, and the duty she lay under to 
afford her aid, should that be in her power ; and 
more frequently by recurring in mental prayer to 
the protection of that Being to whom night is as 
noon -day. 

Thus drowning at one time her fears by fixing 
her mind on a subject of overpowering interest, and 
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arguing them down at others by referring herself 
to the protection of the Deity, she at length ap- 
proached the place assigned for this mysterious con- 
ference. 

It was situated in the depth of the valley behind 
Salisbury Crags, which has for a background the 
north- western shoulder of the mountain called Ar- 
thur's Seat, on whose descent still remain the rnins 
of what was once a chapel, or hermitage, dedicated 
to Saint Anthony the Eremite. A better site for 
such a building could hardly have been selected ; 
for the chapel, situated among the rude and path- 
less cliffs, lies in a desert, even in the immediate 
vicinity of a rich, populous, and tumultuous capital : 
and the hum of the city might mingle with the 
orisons of the recluses, conveying as little of world- 
ly interest as if it had been the roar of the distant 
ocean. Beneath the steep ascent on which these 
ruins are still visible, was, and perhaps is still point- 
ed out, the place where the wretch Nicol Muschat, 
who has been already mentioned in these pages, had 
closed a long scene of cruelty towards his unfortu- 
nate wife, by murdering her, with circumstances of 
uncommon barbarity.* The execration in which 
the man's crime was held extended itself to the 
place where it was perpetrated, which was marked 
by a small cairn, or heap of stones, composed of 
those which each chance passenger had thrown there 
in testimony of abhorrence, and on the principle, 

* Note to chap, xi., vol. xi., p. 359. Muscliat's Cairn. 
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it would seem, of the ancient British malediction, 
" May you have a cairn for your burial-place 1" 

As our heroine approached this ominous and un- 
hallowed spot, she paused and looked to the moon, 
now rising broad on the north-west, and shedding 
a more distinct light than it had afforded during her 
walk thither. Kyeing the planet for a moment, 
she then slowly and fearfully turned her head to- 
wards the cairn, from which it was at first averted. 
She was at first disappointed. Nothing was visible 
beside the little pile of stones, which shone grey 
in the moonlight. A multitude of confused sug- 
gestions rushed on her mind. Had her correspond- 
ent deceived her, and broken his appointment ? 
was he too tardy at the appointment he had made ? 
or had some strange turn of fate prevented him 
from appearing as he proposed ? or, if he were an 
unearthly being, as her secret apprehensions sug- 
gested, was it his object merely to delude her with 
false hopes, and put her to unnecessary toil and 
terror, according to the nature, as she had heard, 
of those wandering demons ? or did he purpose 
to blast her with the sudden horrors of his presence 
when she had come close to the place of rendezvous? 
These anxious reflections did not prevent her ap- 
proaching to the cairn with a pace that, though 
slow, was determined. 

When she was within two yards of the heap of 
stones, a figure rose suddenly up from behind it, 
and Jeanie scarce forbore to scream aloud at what 
seemed the realization of the most frightful of her 
anticipations. She constrained herself to silence, 
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however, and, making a dead pause, suffered the 
figure to open the conversation, which he did, by 
asking, in a voice which agitation rendered tremu- 
lous and hollow, " Are you the sister of that ill- 
fated young woman ?" 

" I am I am the sister of Effie Deans !" ex- 
claimed Jeanie. " And as ever you hope God will 
hear you at your need, tell me, if you can tell, what 
can be done to save her I" 

" I do not hope God will hear me at my need," 
was the singular answer. " I do not deserve 1 
do not expect he will." This desperate language 
he uttered in a tone calmer than that with which 
he had at first spoken, probably because the shock 
of first addressing her was what he felt most diffi- 
cult to overcome. Jeanie remained mute with hor- 
ror to hear language expressed so utterly foreign 
to all which she had ever been acquainted with, that 
it sounded in her ears rather like that of a fiend 
than of a human being. The stranger pursued his 
address to her without seeming to notice her sur- 
prise. " You see before you a wretch, predestined 
to evil here and hereafter/ 1 

" For the sake of Heaven, that hears and sees 
us," said Jeanie, " dinna speak in this desperate 
fashion ! The gospel is sent to the chief of sinners 
to the most miserable among the miserable." 

" Then should I have my own share therein," 
said the stranger, " if you call it sinful to have 
been the destruction of the mother that bore me 
of the friend that loved me of the woman that 
trusted me of the innocent child that was born to 
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me. If to have done all this is to be a sinner, and 
to survive it is to be miserable, then am I most 
guilty arid most miserable indeed." 

" Then you are the wicked cause of my sister's 
ruin ?" said Jeanie, with a natural touch of indig- 
nation expressed in her tone of voice. 

" Curse me for it, if you will/' said the stranger ; 
" I have well deserved it at your hand." 

" It is fitter for me/' said Jeaiiie, " to pray to 
God to forgive you/' 

". Do as you will, how you will, or what you 
will/' he replied, with vehemence ; " only promise 
to obey my directions, and save your sister's life." 

" I must first know," said Jeanie, " the means 
you would have me use in her behalf." 

" No ! you must first swear solemnly swear, 
that you will employ them, when I make them 
known to you." 

" Surely, it is needless to swear that I will do 
all that is lawful to a Christian, to save the life of 
my sister ?" 

" 1 will have no reservation 1" thundered the 
stranger; "lawful or unlawful, Christian or hea- 
then, you shall swear to do my hest, and act by my 
counsel, or you little know whose wrath you 
provoke !" 

" I will think on what you have said," said 
Jeanie, who began to get much alarmed at the 
frantic vehemence of his manner, and disputed in 
her own mind, whether she spoke to a maniac, or 
an apostate spirit incarnate " I will think on what 
you say, and let you ken to-morrow." 
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" To-morrow 1" exclaimed the man, with a laugh 
of scorn " And where will I be to-morrow ? or, 
where will you be to-night, unless you swear to 
walk by my counsel ? There was one accursed 
deed done at this spot before now ; and there shall 
be another to match it, unless you yield up to my 
guidance body and soul." 

As he spoke, he offered a pistol at the unfortu- 
nate young woman. She neither fled nor fainted, 
but sunk on her knees, and asked him to spare her 
life. 

" Is that all you have to say ?" said the unmoved 
ruffian, 

" Do not dip your hands in the blood of a de- 
fenceless creature that has trusted to you," said 
Jeanie, still on her knees. 

" Is that all you can say for your life ? Have 
you no promise to give ? Will you destroy your 
sister, and compel me to shed more blood ?" 

" I can promise nothing," said Jeanie, " which 
is unlawful for a Christian/' 

He cocked the weapon, and held it towards her. 

" May God forgive you I" she said, pressing 
her hands forcibly against her eyes. 

" D n !" muttered the man ; and, turning 

aside from her, he uncocked the pistol, and re- 
placed it in his pocket " I am a villain," he said, 
" steeped in guilt and wretchedness, but not wicked 
enough to do you any harm I I only wished to ter- 
rify you into my measures She hears me not 
she is gone ! Great God ! what a wretch am I 
become !" 
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As he spoke, she recovered herse/f from an agony 
which partook of the bitterness of death ; and, in 
a minute or two, through the strong exertion of 
her natural sense and courtage, collected herself 
sufficiently to understand he intended ^her no per- 
sonal injury. 

" No !" he repeated ; " I would not add to the 
murder of your sister, and of her child, that of any 
one belonging to her ! Mad, frantic, as I am, and 
unrestrained by either fear or mercy, given up to 
the possession of an evil being, and forsaken by all 
that is good, I would not hurt you, were the world 
offered me for a bribe ! But, for the sake of all that 
is dear to you, swear you will follow my counsel. 
Take this weapon, shoot me through the head, and 
with your own hand revenge your sister's wrong, 
only follow the course the only course, by which 
her life can be saved." 

" Alas ! is she innocent or guilty ?" 

" She is guiltless guiltless of every thing, but 
of having trusted a villain ! Yet, had it not been 
for those that were worse than I am yes, worse 
than I am, though I am bad indeed this misery 
had riot befallen/' 

" And my sister's child does it live ?" said 
Jeanie. 

" No ; it was murdered the new-born infant was 
barbarously murdered," he uttered in a low, yet 
stern and sustained voice ; " but," he adtied has- 
tily, " not by her knowledge or consent." 

" Then, why cannot the guilty be brought to 
justice, and the innocent freed ?" 
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" Torment me not with questions which can serve 
no purpose," he sternly replied " The deed was 
done by those who are far enough from pursuit, and 
safe enough from discovery I No one can save 
Kffie but yourself." 

" Woe's me I how is it in my power ?" asked 
Jeanie, in despondency. 

" Hearken to ine ! You have sense you can 
apprehend my meaning I will trust you. Your 
sister is innocent of the crime charged against 
her" 

" Thank God for that !" said Jeanie. 

" Be still and hearken ! The person who assist- 
ed her in her illness murdered the child ; but it was 
without the mother's knowledge or consent She 
is therefore guiltless, as guiltless as the unhappy 
innocent, that but gasped a few minutes in this 
unhappy world the better was its hap to be so 
soon at rest. She is innocent as that infant, and 
yet she must die it is impossible to clear her of 
the law !" 

" Cannot the wretches be discovered, and given 
up to punishment ?" said Jeanie. 

" Do you think you will persuade those who are 
hardened in guilt to die to save another ? Is that 
the reed you would lean to ?" 

" But you said there was a remedy," again gasp- 
ed out the terrified young woman. 

" There is," answered the stranger, " and it is 
in your own hands. The blow which the law aims 
cannot be broken by directly encountering it, but it 
may be turned aside. You saw your sister during 

VOL. xn. B 
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the period preceding the birth of her child what 
is so natural as that she should have mentioned her 
condition to you ? The doing so would, as their 
cant goes, take the case from under the statute, for 
it removes the quality of concealment. I know their 
jargon, and have had sad cause to know it ; and the 
quality of concealment is essential to this statutory 
offence.* Nothing is so natural as that Effie should 
have mentioned her condition to you think re- 
flect I am positive that she did." 

" Woe's me I" said Jeanie, < she never spoke to 
me on the subject, but grat sorely when I spoke to 
her about her altered looks, and the change on her 
spirits." 

" You asked her questions on the subject?" he 
said eagerly. " You must remember her answer 
was, a confession that she had been ruined by a vil- 
lain yes, lay a strong emphasis on that a cruel 
false villain call it any other name is unnecessary ; 
and that she bore under her bosom the consequences 
of his guilt and her folly ; and that he had assured 
her he would provide safely for her approaching 
illness. Well he kept his word !" These last 
words he spoke as it were to himself, and with a 
violent gesture of self-accusation, and then calmly 
proceeded, " You will remember all this ? That 
is all that is necessary to be said." 

" But I cannot remember," answered Jeanie, with 
simplicity, " that which Effie never told me." 

" Are you so dull so very dull of apprehension?" 

Note JIL, p. 21. Child Murder. 
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he exclaimed, suddenly grasping her arm, and hold- 
ing it firm in his hand. " I tell you," (speaking 
between his teeth, and under his breath, but with 
great energy,) " you must remember that she told 
you all this, whether she ever said a syllable of it 
or no. You must repeat this tale, in which there 
is no falsehood, except in so far as it was not told 
to you, before these Justices Justiciary what- 
ever they call their bloodthirsty court, and save 
your sister from being murdered, and them from 
becoming murderers. Do not hesitate I pledge 
life and salvation, that in saying what I have said, 
you will only speak the simple truth." 

" But," replied Jeanie, whose judgment was too 
accurate not to see the sophistry of this argument, 
" I shall be man-sworn in the very thing in which 
my testimony is wanted, for it is the concealment 
for which poor Effie is blamed, and you would make 
me tell a falsehood anent it." 

" I see," he said, " my first suspicions of you were 
right, and that you will let your sister, innocent, 
fair, and guiltless, except in trusting a villain, die 
the death of a murderess, rather than bestow the 
breath of your mouth and the sound of your voice 
to save her." 

" I wad ware the best blood in my body to keep 
her skaithless," said Jeanie, weeping in bitter agony, 
" but I canna change right into wrang, or make that 
true which is false." 

" Foolish, hard-hearted girl," said the stranger, 
" are you afraid of what they may do to you ? I 
tell you, even the retainers of the law, who course 
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life as greyhounds do hares, will rejoice at the es- 
cape of a creature so young so beautiful ; that they 
will not suspect your tale ; that, if they did suspect 
it, they would consider you as deserving, not only 
of forgiveness, but of praise for your natural affec- 
tion.' 1 

" It is not man I fear," said Jeanie, looking up- 
ward ; " the God, whose name I must call on to 
witness the truth of what I say, he will know the 
falsehood." 

" And he will know the motive," said the stran- 
ger, eagerly ; " he will know that you are doing 
this not for lucre of gain, but to save the life of 
the innocent, and prevent the commission of a 
worse crime than that which the law seeks to 
avenge." 

" He has given us a law," said Jeanie, " for the 
lamp of our path ; if we stray from it we err against 
knowledge I may not do evil, even that good may 
come out of it. But you you that ken all this to 
be true, which 1 must take on your word, you 
that, if I understood what you said e'en now, pro- 
mised her shelter and protection in her travail, why 
do not you step forward, and bear leal and sooth- 
fast evidence in her behalf, as ye may with a clear 
conscience ?" 

" To whom do you talk of a clear conscience, 
woman ?" said he, with a sudden fierceness which 
renewed her terrors, " to me ? I have not known 
one for many a year. Bear witness in her behalf? 
a proper witness, that, even to speak these few 
words to a woman of so little consequence as your- 
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self, must choose such an hour and such a place as 
this- When you see owls arid bats fly abroad, like 
larks, in the sunshine, you may expect to see such 
as I am in the assemblies of men. Hush listen 
to that." 

A voice was heard to sing one of those wild and 
monotonous strains so common in Scotland, and to 
which the natives of that country chant their old 
ballads. The sound ceased then came nearer, and 
was renewed ; the stranger listened attentively, still 
holding Jeanie by the arm, (as she stood by him 
in motionless terror,) as if to prevent her inter- 
rupting the strain by speaking or stirring. When 
the sounds were renewed, the words were distinct- 
ly audible : 

" When the glede's in the blue cloud, 

The lavrock lies still ; 
When the hound's in the green- wood, 

The hind keeps the hill." 

The person 4 tvho sung kept a strained and power- 
ful voice at its highest pitch, so that it could be 
heard at a very considerable distance. As the song 
ceased, they might hear a stifled sound, as of steps 
and whispers of persons approaching them. The 
song was again raised, but the tune was changed : 

*' O sleep ye sound, Sir James, she said, 

When ye suld rise and ride? 
There's twenty men, wi' how and blade, 

Are seeking where ye hide." 

" I dare stay no longer," said the stranger ; 
" return home, or remain till they come up you 
have nothing to fear but do not tell you saw me 

B2 
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your sister's fate is in your hands." So saying, ho 
turned from her, and with a swift, yet cautiously 
noiseless step, plunged into the darkness on the side 
most remote from the sounds which they heard 
approaching, and was soon lost to her sight. Jeanie 
remained by the cairn terrified beyond expression, 
and uncertain whether she ought to fly homeward 
with all the speed she could exert, or wait the ap- 
proach of those who were advancing towards her. 
This uncertainty detained her so long, that she now 
distinctly saw two or three figures already so near 
to her, that a precipitate flight would have been 
equally fruitless and impolitic. 
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NOTES TO CHAPTER I. 

Note I., p. 3. THE FAIRY BOY OF LEITII. 

THIS legend was in former editions inaccurately said to exist 
in Baxter's " World of Spirits ;" but is, in fact, to be found in 
" Pandemonium, or tbe Devil's Cloyster ; being a further blow 
to Modern Sadducism," by Richard Barton, Gentleman, 12mo, 
1684. The work is inscribed to Dr Henry More. The story 
is entitled, " A remarkable passage of one named the Fairy 
Boy of Leith, in Scotland, given me by my worthy friend Cap- 
tain George Burton, and attested under his hand;" and is as 
follows : 

" About fifteen years since, having business that detained me 
for some time in Lcith, which is near Edenborough, in the 
kingdom of Scotland, I often met some of my acquaintance at a 
certain house there, where we used to drink a glass of wine for 
our refection. The woman which kept the house, was of honest 
reputation amongst the neighbours, which made me give the 
more attention to what she told me one day about a Fairy Boy 
(as they called him) who lived about that town. She had given 
me so strange an account of him, that I desired her I might see 
him the first opportunity, which she promised ; and not long 
after, passing that way, she told me there was the Fairy Boy 
but a little before I came by ; and casting her eye into the street, 
said, ' Look you, sir, yonder he is at play with those other boys,' 
and designing him to me, I went, and by smooth words, and a 
piece of money, got him to come into the house with me ; where, 
in the presence of divers people, 1 demanded of him several as- 
trological questions, which he answered with great subtility, and 
through all his discourse carryed it with a cunning much be- 
yond his years, which seemed not to exceed ten or eleven. He 
seemed to make a motion like drumming upon the table with 
hi lingers, upon which I asked him, whether he could beat a 
drum, to wliich he replied, * Yes, sir, as well as any man in 
Scotland ; for every Thursday night I beat all points to a sort 
of people that use to meet under yonder hill' (pointing to the 
great hill between Edenborough and Leith. ) ' How, boy,' quoth 
1 ; ( what company have you there ?' ' There are, sir,' said he, 
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* a great company both of men and women, and they arc enter- 
tained with many sorts of musick besides my drum ; they have, 
besides, plenty variety of meats and wine ; and many times we 
are carried into France or Holland In a night, and return again ; 
and whilst we are there, we enjoy all the pleasures the country 
doth afford.' I demanded of him, how they got under that hill? 
To which he replied, ' that there were a great pair of gates that 
opened to them, though they were invisible to others, and that 
within there were brave large rooms, as well accommodated as- 
most in Scotland/ I then asked him, how I should know what 
he said to be true? upon which he told me he would read my 
fortune, saying I should have two wives, and that he saw the 
forms of them sitting on my shoulders ; that both would be 
very handsome women. 

" As he was thus speaking, a woman of the neighbourhood, 
Coming into the room, demanded of him what her fortune should 
be? He told her that she had two bastards before she was 
married ; which put her in such a rage, that she desired not to 
hear the rest. The woman of the house told me that all the 
people in Scotland could not keep him from the rendezvous on 
Thursday night ; upon which, by promising him some more 
money, I got a promise of him to meet me at the same place, in 
the afternoon of the Thursday following, and so dismissed him 
at that time. The boy came again at the place and time appoint- 
ed, and I had prevailed with some friends to continue with me, 
if possible, to prevent his moving that night ; he was placed be- 
tween us, and answered many questions, without offering to go 
from us, until about eleven of the clock, he was got away un- 
perceived of the company ; but I suddenly missing him, hasted 
to the door, and took hold of him, and so returned him into 
the same room : we all watched him, and on a sudden he was 
again got out of the doors. I followed him close, and he made 
a noise in the street as if he had been set upon ; but from that 
time I could never see him. 

" GEORGE BURTON." 

Note II., p. 5. INTERCOURSE OF THE COVENANTERS WITH 
THE INVISIBLE WORLD. 

The gloomy, dangerous, and constant wanderings of the per- 
secuted sect of Cameronians, naturally led to their entertaining 
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with peculiar credulity the belief, that they were sometimes 
persecuted, not only by the wrath of men, but by the secret 
wiles and open terrors of Satan. In fact, a Hood could not hap- 
pen, a horse cast a shoe, or any other the most ordinary inter- 
ruption thwart a minister's wish to perform service at a par- 
ticular spot, than the accident was imputed to the immediate 
agency of fiends. The encounter of Alexander Peden with the 
Devil in the cave, and that of John Semple with the demon in 
the ford, are given by Peter Walker, almost in the language of 
the text. 



Note III., p. H. CHILD MURDER. 

The Scottish Statute Book, anno 1690, chapter 21, in conse- 
quence of the great increase of the crime of child murder, both 
from the temptations to commit the offence and the difficulty of 
discovery, enacted a certain set of presumptions, which, in the 
absence of direct proof, the jury were directed to receive as evi- 
dence of the crime having actually been committed. The cir- 
cumstances selected for this purpose were, that the woman should 
have concealed her situation during the whole period of preg- 
nancy; that she should riot have called for help at her delivery; 
and that, combined with these grounds of suspicion, the child 
should be either found dead or be altogether missing. Many 
persons suffered death during the last century under this severe 
act. But during the author's memory a more lenient course was 
followed, and the female accused under the act, and conscious 
of no competent defence, usually lodged a petition to the Court 
of Justiciary, denying, for form's sake, the tenor of the indict- 
ment, but stating, that as her good name had been destroyed by 
the charge, she was willing to submit to sentence of banishment, 
to which the crown counsel usually consented. This lenity in 
practice, and the comparative infrequency of the crime since the 
doom of public ecclesiastical penance has been generally dis- 
pensed with, have led to the abolition of the statute of William 
and Mary, which is now replaced by another, imposing banish- 
ment in those circumstances in which the crime was formerly 
capital. This alteration took place in 1803. 
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CHAPTER II. 

. She speaks things in doubt, 

That carry but half* sense : her speech is nothing, 

Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 

The hearers to collection ; they aim at it, 

And botch the words up to tit their own thoughts. 

Hamlet. 

LIKE the digressive poet Ariosto, I find myself 
tinder the necessity of connecting the branches of 
jny story, by taking up the adventures of another 
of the characters, and bringing them down to the 
point at which we have left those of Jeanie Deans. 
It is not, perhaps, the most artificial way of telling 
a story, but it has the advantage of sparing the 
necessity of resuming what a knitter (if stocking- 
looms have left such a person in the land) might 
call our " dropped stitches ;" a labour in which the 
author generally toils much, without getting credit 
for his pains. 

" I could risk a sma' wad/' said the clerk to the 
magistrate, " that this rascal Ratcliffe, if he were 
insured of his neck's safety, could do more than ony 
ten of our police-people and constables, to help us 
to get out of this scrape of Porteous's. He is weel 
acquent wi' a 1 the smugglers, thieves, and banditti 
about Edinburgh ; and, indeed, he may be called 
the father of a' the misdoers in Scotland, for he has 
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passed ainang them for these twenty years by the 
name of Daddie Rat." 

" A bonny sort of a scoundrel," replied the ma- 
gistrate, " to expect a place under the city !" 

u Begging your honour's pardon," said the city's 
procurator-fiscal, upon whom the duties of super- 
intendent of police devolved, " Mr Fairscrieve is 
perfectly in the right. It is just sic as Ratcliffe that 
the town needs in my department ; an' if sae be that 
he's disposed to turn his knowledge to the city ser- 
vice, ye'll no find a better man. Ye'll get nae saints 
to be searchers for uncustomed goods, or for thieves 
and sic like ; and your decent sort of men, reli- 
gious professors, and broken tradesmen, that are 
put into the like o' sic trust, can do nae glide ava. 
They are feared for this, and they are scrupulous 
about that, and they arc na free to tell a lie, though 
it may be for the benefit of the city ; and they din- 
na like to be out at irregular hours, and in a dark 
cauld night, and they like a clout ower the croun 
far waur; and sae between the fear o' God, and 
the fear o 1 man, and the fear o' getting a sair throat, 
or sair banes, there's a dozen o' our city-folk, baith 
waiters, and officers, and constables, that can find 
out naething but a wee bit skulduddery for the be- 
nefit of the Kirk-treasurer, Jock Porteous, that's 
stiff and stark, puir fallow, was worth a dozen o' 
them ; for he never had ony fears, or scruples, or 
doubts, or conscience, about ony thing your ho- 
nours bade him." 

" He was a gude servant o' the town," said the 
Bailie, " though he was an ower free-living man. 
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But if you really think this rascal Ratcliffe could do 
us ony service in discovering these malefactors, I 
would insure him life, reward, and promotion. It's 
an awsome thing this mischance for the city, Mr 
Fairscrieve. It will be very ill taen wi' abune stairs. 
Queen Caroline, God bless her ! is a woman at 
least I judge sae, and it's nae treason to speak my 
mind sae far and ye maybe ken as weel as I do, 
for ye hae a housekeeper, though ye arena a mar- 
ried man, that women are wilfu', and dowua bide 
a slight. Arid it will sound ill in her ears, that sic 
a confused mistake suld come to pass, and naebody 
sae muckle as to be put into the Tolbooth about it." 

" If ye thought that, sir," said the procurator- 
fiscal, " we could easily clap into the prison a few 
blackguards upon suspicion. It will have a gude 
active look, and I hae aye plenty on my list, that 
wadna be a hair the waur of a week or twa's im- 
prisonment ; and if ye thought it no strictly just, 
ye could be just the easier wi' them the neist time 
they did ony thing to deserve it ; they arena the 
sort to be lang o' geeing ye .an opportunity to clear 
scores wi' them on that account." 

" I doubt that will hardly do in this case, Mr 
Sharpitlaw," returned the town-clerk ; " they'll run 
their letters,* and be adrift again, before ye ken 
where ye are." 

" I will speak to the Lord Provost," said the 
magistrate, " about Ratcliffe's business. Mr Sharpit- 
law, you will go with me and receive instructions 

* A Scottish form of procedure, answering, in some respects, 
to the English Habeas Corpus. 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 25 

-r-something may be made too out of this story of 
Butler's and his unknown gentleman I know no 
business any man has to swagger about in the 
King's Park, and call himself the devil, to the terror 
of honest folks, who dinna care to hear mair about 
the devil than is said from the pulpit on the Sab- 
bath. I cannot think the preacher himsell wad be 
heading the mob, though the time has been, they 
hae been as forward in a bruilzie as their neigh- 
fyours." 

" But these times are lang by," said Mr Sharpit- 
law. " In my father's time, there was mair search 
for silenced ministers about the Bow-head and the 
Covenant- close, and all the tents of Kedar, as they 
ca'd the dwellings o' the godly in those days, than 
there's now for thieves and vagabonds in the Laigh 
Calton and the back o' the Canongate. But that 
time's weel by, an it bide. And if the Bailie will 
get me directions and authority from the Provost, 
I'll speak wi' Daddie Rat mysell ; for I'm thinking 
I'll make mair out o' him than ye'll do." 

Mr Sharpitlaw, being necessarily a man of high 
trust, was accordingly empowered, in the course of 
the day, to make such arrangements, as might seem 
in the emergency most advantageous for the Good 
Town. He went to the jail accordingly, and saw 
Ratcliffe in private. 

The relative positions of a police-officer and a pro- 
fessed thief bear a different complexion, according 
to circumstances. The most obvious simile of a 
hawk pouncing upon his prey is often least appli- 
cable. Sometimes the guardian of justice has the 
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air of a cat watching a mouse, and, while he sus- 
pends his purpose of springing upon the pilferer, 
takes care so to calculate his motions that he shall 
not get beyond his power. Sometimes, more pas- 
sive still, he uses the art of fascination ascribed to 
the rattle-snake, and contents himself with glaring 
on the victim, through all his devious flutterings ; 
certain that his terror, confusion, and disorder of 
ideas, will bring him into his jaws at last. The 
interview between Ratclifte and Sharpitlaw had an 
aspect different from all these. They sate for five 
minutes silent, on opposite sides of a small table, and 
looked fixedly at each other, with a sharp, know- 
ing, and alert cast of countenance, not unmingled 
with an inclination to laugh, and resembled more 
than any thing else, two dogs, who, preparing for a 
game at romps, are seen to couch down, and remain 
in that posture for a little time, watching each 
other's movements, and waiting which shall begin 
the game. 

" So, Mr Ratcliffe," said the officer, conceiving 
it suited his dignity to speak first, " you give up 
business, I find ?" 

" Yes, sir," replied Ratcliffe ; I shall be on that 
lay nae mair and I think that will save your folk 
some trouble, Mr Sharpitlaw?" 

" Which Jock Dalgleish" (then finisher of the 
law in the Scottish metropolis) " wad save them as 
easily," returned the procurator-fiscal. 

" Ay ; if I waited in the Tolbooth here to have 
him fit my cravat but that's an idle way o' speak- 
ing, Mr Sharpitlaw." 
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" Why, I suppose you know you are under sen- 
tence of death, Mr Ratcliffe ?" replied Mr Sharp- 
itlaw. 

" Ay, so are a', as that worthy minister said in 
the Tolbooth Kirk the day Robertson wan off; but 
naebody kens when it will be executed. Gude faith, 
he had better reason to say sae than he dreamed of, 
before the play was played out that morning !" 

" This Robertson," said Sharpitlaw, in a lower 
and something like a confidential tone, " d'ye ken, 
Rat that is, can ye gie us ony inkling where he is 
to be heard tell o' ?" 

" Troth, Mr Sharpitlaw, I'll be frank wi' ye ; 
Robertson is rather a cut abune me a wild deevil 
he was, and mony a daft prank he played ; but ex- 
cept the Collector's job that Wilson led him into, 
and some tuilzies about run goods wi' the gangers 
and the waiters, he never did ony thing that came 
near our line o' business." 

" Umph ! that's singular, considering the com- 
pany he kept." 

" Fact, upon my honour aild credit," said Rat- 
cliffe, gravely. " He keepit out o' our little bits 
of affairs, and that's mair than Wilson did ; I hae 
dune business wi' Wilson afore now. But the lad 
will come on in time ? there's nae fear o' him ; 
naebody will live the Mfe he has led, but what he'll 
come to sooner or later." 

" Who or what is he, Ratcliffe? you know, I 
suppose?" said gfharpitlaw. 

" He's bette/ born, I judge, than he cares to let 
on ; he's beeit a soldier, and he has been a play- 
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actor, and I watna what he has been or hasna been, 
for as young as he is, sae that it had daffing and 
nonsense about it.** 

" Pretty pranks he has played in his time, I sup- 
pose ?" 

" Ye may say that," said Ratcliffe, with a sar- 
donic smile ; " and," (touching his nose,) " a deevil 
amang the lasses." 

" Like enough," said Sharpitlaw. " Weel, Rat- 
cliffe, I'll no stand niffering wi' ye; ye ken the 
way that favour's gotten in my office ; ye maun be 
usefu'." 

" Certainly, sir, to the best of my power nae- 
thing for naething I ken the rule of the office," 
said the ex-depredator. 

" Now the principal tiling in hand e'en now," 
said the official person, " is this job of Porteous's ; 
an ye can gie us a lift why, the inner turnkey's 
office to begin wi', and the captainship in time ye 
understand my meaning ?" 

" Ay, troth do I, sir ; a wink's as gude as a nod 
to a blind horse ; but Jock Porteous's job Lord 
help ye ! I was under sentence the haill time* God I 
but I couldna help laughing when I heard Jock 
skirling for mercy in the lads's hands ! M ony a het 
skin ye hae gien me, neighbour, thought I, tak ye 
what's gaun : time about's fair play ; ye'll ken now 
what hanging's gude for." 

" Come, come, this is all nonsense, Rat," said the 
procurator. " Ye canna creep out at that hole, 
lad ; you must speak to the point, you understand 
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me, if you want favour ; gif-gaf makes gude friends, 
ye ken.'* 

" But how can I speak to the point, as your ho- 
nour ca's it/' said Ratcliffe, demurely, and with an 
air of great simplicity, " when ye ken I was under 
sentence, and in the strong-room a* the while the 
job was going on ?" 

"And how can we turn ye loose on the puhlic 
again, Daddie Rat, unless ye do or say something 
to deserve it ?" 

" Well, then, d n it 1" answered the criminal, 
" since it maun be sae, I saw Geordie Robertson 
among the boys that brake the jail ; I suppose that 
will do me some gude ?" 

" That's speaking to the purpose, indeed," said 
the office-bearer ; " and now, Rat, where think ye 
we'll find him ?" 

" Deil haet o' me kens," said Ratcliffe ; " hell 
no likely gang back to ony o' his auld howffs ; 
he'll bo off the country by this time. lie has gude 
friends some gate or other, for a' the life he's led ; 
he's been weel educate." 

" He'll grace the gallows the better," said Mr 
Sharpitlaw ; " a desperate dog, to murder an offi- 
cer of the city for doing his duty ! Wha kens wha's 
turn it might be next ? But you saw him plainly ?" 

" As plainly as I see you." 

" How was he dressed ?" said Sharpitlaw. 

" I couldna weel see ; something of a woman's 
bit mutch on his head ; but ye never saw sic a ca'- 
throw. Ane couldna hae een to a' thing." 
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" But did he speak to no one ?" said Sharpifc- 
law. 

" They were a' speaking and gabbling throngh 
other/' said Ratcliffe, who was obviously unwilling 
to carry his evidence farther than he could possi- 
bly help. 

" This will not do, Ratcliffe," said the procura- 
tor ; " you must speak out out out" tapping the 
table emphatically, as he repeated that impressive 
monosyllable. 

" It's very hard, sir," said the prisoner ; " and 
but for the under-turnkey's place" r 

" And the reversion of the captaincy the cap- 
taincy of the Tolbooth, man that is, in case of 
glide behaviour." 

" Ay, ay," said Ratcliffe, " gude behaviour ! 
there's the deevil. And then it's waiting for dead 
folk's shoon into the bargain." 

" But Robertson's head will weigh something," 
said Sharpitlaw ; " something gay and heavy, Rat ; 
the town maun show cause that's right and rea- 
son and then ye'll hae freedom to enjoy your 
gear honestly." 

" I dinna ken," said Ratcliffe ; " it's a queer 
way of beginning the trade of honesty but deil 
ma care. Weel, then, I heard and saw him speak 
to the wench Effie Deans, that's up there for child- 
murder." 

" The deil ye did ? Rat, this is finding a mare's 
nest wi' a witness. And the man that spoke to 
Butler in the Park, and that was to meet wi' Jeanie 
Deans at Muschat's Cairn whew ! lay that and 
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that thegither ! As sure as I live he's been the 
father of the lassie's wean/' 

" There hae been waur guesses than that, I'm 
thinking," observed Ratclifte, turning his quid of 
tobacco in his cheek, and squirting out the juice. 
" I heard something a while syne about his draw- 
ing up wi' a bonny quean about the Pleasaunts, and 
that it was a' Wilson could do to keep him frae 
marrying her." 

Here a city officer entered, and told Sharpitlaw 
that they had the woman in custody whom he had 
directed them to bring before him. 

" It's little matter now," said he, " the thing is 
taking another turn ; however, George, ye may 
bring her in." 

The officer retired, and introduced, upon his re- 
turn, a tall, strapping wench of eighteen or twen- 
ty, dressed fantastically, in a sort of blue riding- 
jacket, with tarnished lace, her hair clubbed like 
that of a man, a Highland bonnet, and a bunch of 
broken feathers, a riding-skirt (or petticoat) of scar- 
let camlet, embroidered with tarnished flowers. Her 
features were coarse and masculine, yet at a little 
distance, by dint of very bright wild-looking black 
eyes, an aquiline nose, and a commanding profile, 
appeared rather handsome. She flourished the 
switch she held in her hand, dropped a curtsy as 
low as a lady at a birth-night introduction, reco* 
vered herself seemingly according to Touchstone's 
directions to Audrey, and opened the conversation 
without waiting till any questions were asked. 

" God gie your honour gude e'en, and mony o' 
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them, bonny Mr Sharpitlaw ! Gude e'en to ye, 
Daddie Ratton they tauld me ye were hanged, 
man ; or did ye get out o' John Dalgleish's hands 
like half-hangit Maggie Dickson ?" 

Whisht, ye daft jaud," said Ratcliffe, " and 
hear what's said to ye." 

" Wi' a* my heart, Ratton. Great preferment 
for poor Madge to be brought up the street wi' a 
grand man, wi' a coat a' passemented wi' worset- 
lace, to speak wi' provosts, and bailies, and town- 
clerks, and prokitors, at this time o' day and the 
haill town looking at me too This is honour on 
earth for anes !" 

" Ay, Madge/' said Mr Sharpitlaw, in a coaxing 
tone ; " and ye're dressed out in your braws, I see ; 
these are not your every-days' claiths ye have on." 

" Deil be in my fingers, then !" said Madge 
" Eh, sirs I" (observing Butler come into the apart- 
ment,) " there's a minister in the Tolbooth wha 
will ca' it a graceless place now ? Fse warrant he's 
in for the gude auld cause but it's be nae cause o' 
mine," and off she went into a song. 

" Hey for cavaliers, ho for cavaliers, 

Dub a dub, dub a dub ; 

Have at old Beelzebub, 
Oliver's squeaking for fear." 

" Did you ever see that mad woman before ?" 
said Sharpitlaw to Butler. 

" Not to my knowledge, sir," replied Butler. 

" I thought as much," said the procurator-fiscal, 
looking towards Ratcliffe, who answered his glance 
with a nod of acquiescence and intelligence. 
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" But that is Madge Wildfire, as she calls her- 
self," said the man of law to Butler. 

" Ay, that I am," said Madge, " and that I have 
been ever since I was something 1 better Heigh 
ho" (and something like melancholy dwelt on her 
features for a minute) " But I canna mind when 
that was it was lang syne, at ony rate, and I'll 
ne'er fash my thumb about it. 

" I glance like the wildfire through country and town ; 
I'm seen on the causeway I'm seen on the down ; 
The lightning that Hashes so bright arid so free, 
Is scarcely so blithe or so bonny as me." 

" Haud your tongue, ye skirling limrner I" said 
the officer, who had acted as master of the ceremo- 
nies to this extraordinary performer, and who was 
rather scandalized at the freedom of her demeanour 
before a person of Mr Sharpitlaw's importance 
" baud your tongue, or Fse gie ye something to 
skirl for I" 

" Let her alone, George/' said Sharpitlaw, 
" dinna put her out o' tune ; I hae some questions 
to ask her But first, Mr Butler, take another look 
of her." 

" Do sae, minister do sae," cried Madge ; " I 
am as weel worth looking at as ony book in your 
aught. And I can say the single carritch, and the 
double carritch, and justification, and effectual call- 
ing, and the assembly of divines at Westminster, 
that is," (she added in a low tone,) " I could say 
them anes but it's lang syne and ane forgets, ye 
ken." And poor Madge heaved another deep sigh. 
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" Weel, sir/' said Mr Sharpitlaw to Butler, 
" what think ye now ?" 

" As I did before," said Butler ; " that I never 
saw the poor demented creature in my life before." 

" Then she is not the person whom you said the 
rioters last night described as Madge Wildfire ?" 

" Certainly not," said Butler. " They may be 
near the same height, for they are both tall, but I 
see little other resemblance." 

" Their dress, then, is not alike ?" said Sharpit- 
law. 

Not in the least," said Butler. 

" Madge, my bonny woman," said Sharpitlaw, 
in the same coaxing manner, " what did ye do wi' 
your ilka-day's claise yesterday ?" 

" I dinna mind," said Madge. 

" Where was ye yesterday at e'en, Madge ?" 

" I dinna mind ony thing about yesterday," an- 
swered Madge ; " ae day is eneugh for ony body 
to wun ower wi' at a time, and ower muckle some- 
times." 

" But maybe, Madge, ye wad mind something 
about it, if I was to gie ye this half-crown?" said 
Sharpitlaw, taking out the piece of money. 

" That might gar me laugh, but it couldna gar 
me mind." 

" But, Madge," continued Sharpitlaw, " were I 
to send you to the wark-house in Leith Wynd, and 
gar Jock Dalgleish lay the tawse on your back" 

" That wad gar me greet," said Madge, sobbing, 
" but it couldna gar me mind, ye ken." 

" She is ower far past reasonable folk's motives, 
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sir," said Ratcliffe, " to mind siller, or John Dal- 
gleish, or the cat and nine tails either ; but I think 
I could gar her tell us something." 

" Try her then, Ratcliffe," said Sharpitlaw, " for 
I am tired of her crazy pate, and be d d to her." 

" Madge/' said Ratcliffe, " hae ye ony joes 
now ?" 

" An ony body ask ye, say ye dinna ken. Set 
him to be speaking of my joes, auld Daddie Rat- 
ton !" 

" I dare say, ye hae deil ane ?" 

" See if I haena then," said Madge, with the toss 
of the head of affronted beauty " there's Rob the 
Ranter, and Will Fleming, and then there's Geor- 
die Robertson, lad that's Gentleman Geordie 
what think ye o' that ?" 

Ratcliffe laughed, and, winking to the procura- 
tor-fiscal, pursued the enquiry in his own way, 
" But, Madge, the lads only like ye when ye hae 
on your braws they wadna touch you wi' a pair 
o' tangs when you are in your auld ilka-day rags." 

" Ye're a leeing auld sorrow then," replied the 
fair one ; " for Gentle Geordie Robertson put my 
ilka-day's claise on his ain bonny sell yestreen, and 
gaed a' through the town wi' them ; and gawsie 
and grand he lookit, like ony queen in the land." 

" I dinna believe a word o't," said Ratcliffe, with 
another wink to the procurator. " Thae duds were 
a' o' the colour o' moonshine in the water, I'm 
thinking, Madge The gown wad be a sky-blue 
scarlet, I'se warrant ye ?" 

" It was nae sic thing," said Madge, whose un- 
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retentive memory let out, in the eagerness of con- 
tradiction, all that she would have most wished to 
keep concealed, had her judgment been equal to 
her inclination. " It was neither scarlet nor sky- 
blue, but my ain auld brown threshie-coat of a short 
gown, and my mother's auld mutch, and my red 
rokelay and he gaed me a croun and a kiss for the 
use o them, blessing on his bonny face though 
it's been a dear ane to me." 

" And where did he change his clothes again, 
hinnie ?" said Sharp itlaw, in his most conciliatory 
manner. 

" The procurator's spoiled a'," observed Rat- 
eliffe, dryly. 

And it was even so ; for the question, put in so 
direct a shape, immediately awakened Madge to 
the propriety of being reserved upon those very 
topics on which Ratcliffe had indirectly seduced her 
to become communicative. 

" What was't ye were speering at us, sir ?" she 
resumed, with an appearance of stolidity so speedi- 
ly assumed, as showed there was a good deal of 
knavery mixed with her folly. 

" I asked you/' said the procurator, " at what 
hour, and to what place, Robertson brought back 
your clothes." 

" Robertson ? Lord haud a care o' us I what 
Robertson ?" 

" Why, the fellow we were speaking of, Gentle 
Geordie, as you call him." 

" Geordie Gentle I" answered Madge, with well- 
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feigned amazement " I dinna ken nacbody they 
ca' Geordie Gentle." 

" Come, my jo," said Sharpitlaw, " this will 
riot do ; you must tell us what you did with these 
clothes of yours." 

Madge Wildfire made no answer, unless the 
question may seem connected with the snatch of a 
song with which she indulged the embarrassed in- 
vestigator : 

" What did ye wi' the bridal ring bridal ring bridal ring? 
What did ye wi' your wedding ring, ye little cutty quean, O ? 
I gied it till a sodger, a sodger, a sodger, 
I gicd it till a sodger, an auJd true love o' mine, O." 

Of all the madwomen who have sung and said, 
since the days of Hamlet the Dane, if Ophelia be 
the most affecting, Madge Wildfire was the most 
provoking. 

The procurator-fiscal was in despair. " I'll take 
some measures with this d d Bess of Bedlam/' 
said he, " that shall make her find her tongue." 

" Wi' your favour, sir," said Katcliffe, " better 
let her mind settle a little Ye have aye made out 
something." 

True," said the official person ; " a brown short- 
rown, mutch, red rokelay that agrees with your 
Madge Wildfire, Mr Butler ?" Butler agreed that 
t did so. " Yes, there was a sufficient motive for 
making this crazy creature's dress and name, while 
ie was about such a job." 

" And I am free to say now]' said Ratcliffe - 

VOL. XII. D 



38 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

" When you see it has come out without you," 
interrupted Sharpitlaw. 

" Just sae, sir," reiterated Ratcliffe. " I am free 
to say now, since it's come out otherwise, that these 
were the clothes I saw Robertson wearing last night 
in the jail, when he was at the head of the rioters." 

" That's direct evidence," said Sharpitlaw; "stick 
to that, Rat I will report favourably of you to the 
provost, for I have business for you to-night. It 
wears late ; I must home and get a snack, and 111 
be back in the evening. Keep Madge with you, 
Ratcliffe, and try to get her into a good tune again." 
So saying, he left the prison. 
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CHAPTER III. 

And some they whistled and some they sang, 

And some did loudly say, 
Whenever Lord Barnard's horn it blew, 

" Away, Musgrave, away !" 

JBallad of Little Musgrave. 

WHEN the man of office returned to the Heart 
of Mid-Lothian, he resumed his conference with 
Ratcliffe, of whose experience and assistance he 
now held himself secure. " You must speak with 
this wench, Rat this Effie Deans you must sift 
her a wee bit ; for as sure as a tether she will ken 
Robertson's haunts till her, Rat till her, without 
delay." 

" Craving your pardon, Mr Sharpitlaw," said the 
turnkey elect, " that's what I am not free to do." 

" Free to do, man ? what the deil ails ye now ? 
I thought we had settled a* that." 

" I dinna ken, sir," said Ratcliffe ; " I hae spoken 
to this Effie she's strange to this place and to its 
ways, and to a' our ways, Mr Sharpitlaw ; and she 
greets, the silly tawpie, and she's breaking her 
heart already about this wild chield ; arid were she 
the means o' taking him, she wad break it out- 
right." 

" She wunna hae time, lad," said Sharpitlaw ; 
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" the woodie will hae its ain o' her before that a 
woman's heart takes a lang time o' breaking." 

" That's according to the stuff they are made o', 
sir/' replied Ratcliffe " But to make a lang tale 
short, I canria undertake the job. It gangs against 
my conscience." 

" Your conscience, Rat ?" said Sharpitlaw, with 
a sneer, which the reader will probably think very 
natural upon the occasion. 

" On ay, sir," answered Ratcliffe, calmly, " just 
my conscience ; a'body has a conscience, though it 
may be ill wuniiin at it, I think mine's as weel out 
o' the gate as maist folk's are ; and yet it's just like 
the noop of my elbow, it whiles gets a bit dirl on 
a corner." 

" Weel, Rat," replied Sharpitlaw, " since ye are 
nice, I'll speak to the hussy rnysell." 

Sharpitlaw, accordingly, caused himself to be 
introduced into the little dark apartment tenanted 
by the unfortunate Effie Deans, The poor girl was 
seated on her little flock-bed, plunged in a deep 
reverie. Some food stood on the table, of a quality 
better than is usually supplied to prisoners, but it 
was untouched. The person under whose care slio 
was more particularly placed said, " that sometimes 
she tasted naething from the tae end of the four- 
and-twenty hours to the t'other, except a drink of 
water." 

Sharpitlaw took a chair, and, commanding the 
turnkey to retire, he opened the conversation, en- 
deavouring to throw into his tone and countenance 
as much commiseration as they were capable of 
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expressing, for the one was sharp and harsh, the 
other sly, acute, and selfish. 

" How's a' wi' ye, Effie ? How d'ye find your- 
sell, himiy ?" 

A deep sigh was the only answer. 

" Are the folk civil to ye, Effie ? it's my duty 
to enquire." 

" Very civil, sir/' said Effie, compelling herself 
to answer, yet hardly knowing what she said. 

" And your victuals," continued Sharpitlaw, in 
the same condoling tone " do you get what you 
like ? or is there ony thing you would particularly 
fancy, as your health seems but silly ?" 

" It's a' very weel, sir, 1 thank ye," said the poor 
prisoner, in a tone how different from the sportive 
vivacity of those of the Lily of St Leonard's ! 
it's a ? very gude ower gude for me." 

" He must have been a great villain, Effie, who 
brought you to this pass," said Sharpitlaw. 

The remark was dictated partly by a natural 
feeling, of which even he could not divest himself, 
though accustomed to practise on the passions of 
others, and keep a most heedful guard over his 
own, and partly by his wish to introduce the sort 
of conversation which might best serve his imme- 
diate purpose. Indeed, upon the present occasion, 
these mixed motives of feeling and cunning harmo- 
nized together wonderfully ; for, said Sharpitlaw to 
himself, the greater rogue Robertson is, the more 
will be the merit of bringing him to justice. " He 
must have been a great villain, indeed," he again 
reiterated; " and I wish I had the skelping o* him." 

> 
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" I may blame mysell mair than him/' said Effie ; 
" I was bred up to ken better ; but he, poor fellow/' 
(she stopped.) 

" Was a thorough blackguard a' his life, I dare 
say," said Sharpitlaw. " A stranger he was in this 
country, and a companion of that lawless vagabond, 
Wilson, I think, Effie?" 

" It wad hae been dearly telling him that he had 
ne'er seen Wilson's face." 

" That's very true that you are saying, Effie," 
said Sharpitlaw. " Where was't that Robertson 
and you were used to howff thegither ? Somegate 
about the Laigh Calton, I am thinking." 

The simple and dispirited girl had thus far fol- 
lowed Mr Sharpitlaw's lead, because he had artfully 
adjusted his observations to the thoughts he was 
pretty certain must be passing through her own 
mind, so that her answers became a kind of think- 
ing aloud, a mood into which those who are either 
constitutionally absent in mind, or are rendered so 
by the temporary pressure of misfortune, may be 
easily led by a skilful train of suggestions. Hut 
the last observation of the procurator-fiscal was too 
much of the nature of a direct interrogatory, and 
it broke the charm accordingly. 

" What was it that I was saying ?" said Effie, 
starting up from her reclining posture, seating her- 
self upright, and hastily shading her dishevelled 
hair back from her wasted, but still beautiful coun- 
tenance. She fixed her eyes boldly and keenly upon 
Sharpitlaw ; " You are too much of a gentleman, 
sir, too much of an honest man, to take any no- 
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tice of what a poor creature like me says, that can 
hardly ca' my senses my am God help me I" 

" Advantage ! I would be of some advantage 
to you if I could," said Sharpitlaw, in a soothing 
tone ; " and I ken naething sae likely to serve ye, 
Effie, as gripping this rascal, Robertson." 

" O dinna misca' him, sir, that never misca'd 
you ! Robertson ? I am sure I had naething to 
say against ony man o' the name, and naething will 
I say." 

" But if you do not heed your own misfortune, 
Effie, you should mind what distress lie has brought 
on your family," said the man of law. 

" O, Heaven help me !" exclaimed poor Effie 
" My poor father my dear Jeanie O, that's sair- 
est to bide of a' ! O, sir, if you hae ony kindness 
if ye hae ony touch of compassion for a' the folk 
I see here are as hard as the wa'-stanes If ye wad 
but bid them let my sister Jeanie in the next time 
she ca's ! for when I hear them put her awa frae 
the door, and canna climb up to that high window 
to see sae muckle as her gown-tail, it's like to pit 
me out o' my judgment." And she looked on him 
with a face of entreaty so earnest, yet so humble, 
that she fairly shook the steadfast purpose of his 
mind. 

" You shall see your sister," he began, " if you'll 
tell me," then interrupting himself, he added, in 
a more hurried tone, " no, d n it, you shall see 
your sister whether you tell me any thing or no." 
So saying, he rose up and left the apartment. 

When he had rejoined Ratclifte, he observed, 
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You are right, Ration ; there's no making much 
of that lassie. But ae thing I have cleared that 
is, that Robertson has been the father of the bairn, 
and so I will wager a boddle it will be he that's to 
meet wi' Jeanie Deans this night at Muschat's 
Cairn, and there we'll nail him. Rat, or my name 
is not Gideon Sharpitlaw." 

" But," said Ratcliffe, perhaps because he was 
in no hurry to see any thing which was like to be 
connected with the discovery and apprehension of 
Robertson, " an that were the case, Mr Butler 
wad hae kend the man in the King's Park to be 
the same person wi' him in Madge Wildfire's claise, 
that headed the mob." 

" That makes nae difference, man," replied 
Sharpitlaw " the dress, the light, the confusion, 
and maybe a touch o' a blackit cork, or a slake o' 
paint hout, Ratton, I have seen ye dress your 
ainsell, that the deevil ye belang to durstna hae 
made oath t'ye." 

And that's true, too," said Ratcliffe. 

" And besides, ye donnard carle," continued 
Sharpitlaw, triumphantly, the minister did say, 
that he thought he knew something of the features 
of the birkie that spoke to him in the Park, though 
he could not charge his memory where or when he 
had seen them." 

" It's evident, then, your honour will be right," 
said Ratcliffe. 

" Then, Rat, you and I will go with the party 
oursells this night, and see him in grips, or we an? 
done wi' him." 
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" I seena muckle use I can be o' to your ho- 
nour/' said Ratcliffe, reluctantly. 

" Use ?" answered Sharpitlaw " You can guide 
the party you ken the ground. Besides, I do 
not intend to quit sight o' you, my good friend, 
till I have him in hand." 

" Weel, sir," said Ratcliffe, but in no joyful tone 
of acquiescence ; " Ye rnaun hae it your ain way 
but mind he's a desperate man." 

" We shall have that with us/' answered Sharp- 
itlaw, " that will settle him, if it is necessary." 

" But, sir," answered Ratclifte, " I am sure I 
couldna undertake to guide you to Muschat's Cairn 
in the night-time ; I ken the place, as mony does, 
in fair daylight, but how to find it by moonshine, 
arnang sae mony crags and stanes, as like to each 
other as the collier to the deil, is mair than I can 
tell. I might as soon seek moonshine in water." 

" What's the meaning o' this, Ratclifte ?" said 
Sharpitlaw, while he fixed his eye on the recusant, 
with a fatal and ominous expression, " Have you 
forgotten that you are still under sentence of 
death?" 

" No, sir/' said Ratcliffe, " that's a thing no easily 
put out o' memory ; and if my presence be judged 
necessary, nae doubt I maun gang wi' your honour. 
But I was gaun to tell your honour of ane that has 
mair skeel o' the gate than me, and that's e'en Madgo 
Wildfire." 

" The devil she has ! Do you think me as mad 
as she is, to trust to her guidance on such an occa- 
sion ?" 
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"Your honour is the best judge," answered Rat- 
cliffe ; " but I ken I can keep her in tune, and garr 
her haud the straight path she aften sleeps out, 
or rambles about amang thae hills the haill simmer 
night, the daft limmer." 

" Well, Ratclift'e," replied the procurator-fiscal, 
" if you think she can guide us the right way but 
take heed to what you are about your life depends 
on your behaviour." 

" It's a sair judgment on a man," said Ratcliffe, 
" when he has ance gane sae far wrong as I hae 
done, that deil a bit he can be honest, try't whilk 
way he will." 

Such was the reflection of Ratcliffe, when he was 
left for a few minutes to himself, while the retainer 
of justice went to procure a proper warrant, and 
give the necessary directions. 

The rising moon saw the whole party free from 
the walls of the city, and entering upon the open 
ground. Arthur's Seat, like a couchant lion of im- 
mense size Salisbury Crags, like a huge belt or 
girdle of granite, were dimly visible. Holding their 
path along the southern side of the Canorigate, they 
gained the Abbey of Holyroodhouse, and from 
thence found their way by step and stile into the 
King's Park, They were at first four in number 
an officer of justice and Sharpitlaw, who were 
well armed with pistols and cutlasses ; Ratcliffe, who 
was not trusted with weapons, lest he might, per- 
adventure, have used them on the wrong side ; and 
the female. But at the last stile, when they enter- 
ed the Chase, they were joined by other two officers, 
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whom Sharpitlaw, desirous to secure sufficient force 
for his purpose, and at the same time to avoid ob- 
servation, had directed to wait for him at this place. 
Ratcliffe saw this accession of strength with some 
disquietude, for he had hitherto thought it likely 
that Robertson, who was a bold, stout, and active 
young fellow, might have made his escape from 
Sharpitlaw and the single officer, by force or agility, 
without his being implicated in the matter. But 
the present strength of the followers of justice was 
overpowering, and the only mode of saving Robert- 
son, (which the old sinner was well disposed to do, 
providing always he could accomplish his purpose 
without compromising his own safety,) must be by 
contriving that he should have some signal of their 
approach. It was probably with this view that 
Ratcliffe had requested the addition of Madge to 
the party, having considerable confidence in her 
propensity to exert her lungs. Indeed, she had 
already given them so many specimens of her cla- 
morous loquacity, that Sharpitlaw half determined 
to send her back with one of the officers, rather than 
carry forward in his company a person so extreme- 
ly ill qualified to be a guide in a secret expedition. 
It seemed, too, as if the open air, the approach to 
the hills, and the ascent of the moon, supposed to 
be so portentous over those whose brain is infirm, 
made her spirits rise in a degree tenfold more loqua- 
cious than she had hitherto exhibited. To silence 
her by fair means seemed impossible ; authoritative 
commands and coaxing entreaties she set alike at 
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defiance, and threats only made her sulky, and alto- 
gether intractable. 

" Is there no one of you," said Sharpitlaw, impa- 
tiently, " that knows the way to this accursed place 
this Nicol Musckat's Cairn excepting this mad 
clavering idiot ?" 

" Deil ane o' them kens it, except mysell," ex- 
claimed Madge ; " how suld they, the poor fide 
cowards ? But I hae sat on the grave frae bat-flee- 
ing time till cook-crow, and had mony a fine crack 
wi' Nicol Muschat and Ailie Muschat, that are lying 
sleeping below." 

" The devil take your crazy brain," said Sharpit- 
law ; " will you not allow the men to answer a 
question ?" 

The officers obtaining a moment's audience while 
Ratcliffe diverted Madge's attention, declared that, 
though they had a general knowledge of the spot, 
they could not undertake to guide the party to it by 
the uncertain light of the moon, with such accuracy 
as to ensure success to their expedition. 

" What shall we do, Ratcliffe?" said Sharpitlaw; 
" if he sees us before we see him, and that's what 
he is certain to do, if we go strolling about, without 
keeping the straight road, we may bid gude day 
to the job ; and I wad rather lose one hundred 
pounds, baith for the credit of the police, and be- 
cause the Provost says somebody maun be hanged 
for this job o' Porteous, come o't what likes." 

" I think," said Ratcliffe, " we maun just try 
Madge ; and I'll see if I can get her keepit in ony 
better order. And at ony rate, if he suld hear her 
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skirling her auld ends o' sangs, he's no to ken for 
that that there's ony body wi' her." 

" That's true," said Sharpitlaw ; " and if he 
thinks her alone he's as like to come towards her 
as to rin frae her. So set forward we hae lost 
ower muckle time already see to get her to keep 
the right road." 

" And what sort o' house does Nicol Muschat 
and his wife keep now ?" said Ratcliffe to the mad- 
woman, hy way of humouring her vein of folly ; 
" they were hut thrawii folk lang syne, an a* tales 
be true." 

" On, ay, ay, ay but a's forgotten now," replied 
Madge, in the confidential tone of a gossip giving 
the history of her next-door neighbour " Ye see, 
I spoke to them mysell, and tauld them byganes 
suld be byganes her throat's sair misguggled and 
mashackered though ; she wears her corpse-sheet 
drawn weel up to hide it, but that canna hinder the 
bluid seiping through, ye ken. I wussed her to wash 
it in St Anthony's Well, and that will cleanse if 
ony thing can But they say bluid never bleaches 
out o' linen claith Deacon Sanders's new cleansing 
draps winna do't I tried them mysell on a bit rag 
we hae at hame that was mailed wi' the bluid of a 
bit skirling wean that was hurt some gate, but out 
it winna come Weel, ye'll say that's queer; but 
I will bring it out to St Anthony's blessed Well 
some braw night just like this, and I'll cry up Ailie 
Muschat, and she and I will hae a grand bouking- 
washing, and bleach our claise in the beams of the 
bonny Lady Moon, that's far pleasanter to me than 
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the sun the sun's ower het, and ken ye, cummers, 
my brains are het enough already. But the moon, 
and the dew, and the night-wind, they are just like 
a caller kail-blade laid on my brow; and whiles I 
think the moon just shines on purpose to pleasure 
me, when naebody sees her but mysell." 

This raving discourse she continued with prodi- 
gious volubility, walking on at a great pace, and 
dragging Ratcliffe along with her, while he endea- 
voured, in appearance at least, if not in reality, to 
induce her to moderate her voice. 

All at once, she stopped short upon the top of 
a little hillock, gazed upward fixedly, and said not 
one word for the space of five minutes. " What 
the devil is the matter with her now?" said Sharp- 
itlaw to Ratcliffe " Can you not get her for- 
ward ?" 

" Ye maun just take a grain o' patience wi' her, 
sir," said Ratcliffe. " Shell no gae a foot faster 
than she likes hersell." 

" D n her," said Sharpitlaw, " I'll take care she 
has her time in Bedlam or Bridewell, or both, for 
she's both mad and mischievous," 

In the meanwhile, Madge, who had looked very 
pensive when she first stopped, suddenly burst into 
a vehement fit of laughter, then paused and sighed 
bitterly, then was seized with a second fit of 
laughter, then, fixing her eyes on the moon, lifted 
up her voice and sung, 

" Good oven, good fair moon, good even to thee; 
I prithee, dear moon, now show to ine 
The form and the features, the speech and degreej 
Of the man that true lover of mine shall he." 
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" But I need not ask that of the bonny Lady Moon 
I ken that weel eneugh mysell true-low though 
he wasna J3ut naehody shall say that I ever tauld 
a word about the matter Hut whiles I wish the 
bairn had lived Weel, God guide us, there's a 
heaven aboon us a'," (here she sighed bitterly,) 
u and a bonny moon, and sterns in it forby" (and 
here she laughed once more.) 

" Are we to stand here all night ?" said Sharpit- 
law, very impatiently. u Drag her forward." 

" Ay, sir," said Ratcliffe, " if we kerid whilk way 
to drag her, that would settle it at anee. Come, 
Madge, hiuny," addressing her, " we'll no be in 
time to see Nicol and his wife, unless ye show us 
the road." 

" In troth and that I will, Ratton," said she, 
seizing him by the arm, and resuming her route 
with huge strides, considering it was a female who 
took them. " And I'll tell ye, Ratton, blithe will 
Nicol Muschat be to see ye, for he says he kens 
weel there isna sic a villain out o' hell as ye are, 
and he wad be ravished to liae a crack wi' you 
like to like, ye ken it's a proverb never fails and 
ye are baith a pair o' the deevil's peats, I trow 
hard to ken whilk deserves the hettest corner o' 
his ingle-side." 

Ratcliffe was conscience-struck, and could not for- 
bear making an involuntary protest against this 
classification. " I never shed blood," he replied. 

" But ye liae sauld it, Ratton ye hae sauld 
blood mony a time. Folk kill wi' the tongue as 
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weel as wi' the hand wi' the word as weel as wi' 
the gulley ! 

* It is the bonny butcher lad, 

That wears the sleeves of blue, 
He sells the flesh on Saturday, 

On Friday that he slew.*" 

" And what is that I am doing- now ?" thought 
Ratcliffe. " But I'll hae nae wyte of Robertson's 
young bluid, if I can help it ;" then speaking apart 
to Madge, he asked her, " Whether she did not 
remember ony o' her auld sangs ?" 

" M ony a dainty ane," said Madge ; " and blithely 
can I sing them, for lightsome sangs make merry 
gate/' And she sang, 

" When the glede's in the blue cloud, 

The lavrock lies still ; 
\Vheri the hound's in the green- wood, 

The hind keeps the hill." 

" Silence her cursed noise, if you should throttle 
her," said Sharpitlaw ; " I see somebody yonder. 
Keep close, my boys, and creep round the shoul- 
der of the height. George Poirider, stay you with 
Ratcliffe and that mad yelling bitch ; and you other 
two, come with me round under the shadow of the 
brae." 

And he crept forward with the stealthy pace of 
an Indian savage, who leads his band to surprise 
an unsuspecting party of some hostile tribe. Rat- 
cliffe saw them glide off, avoiding the moonlight, 
and keeping as much in the shade as possible. 
" Robertson's done up," said he to himself; " thae 
young lads are aye sae thoughtless. What deevil 
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could he hae to say to Jeanie Deans, or to ony 
woman on earth, that he suld gang awa and get his 
neck raxed for her? And this mad quean, after 
cracking like a pen-gun, and skirling like a pea-hen 
for the haill night, behoves just to hae h addon her 
tongue when her clavers might have done some 
gude ! But it's aye the way wi' women ; if they 
ever hand their tongues ava', ye may swear it's for 
mischief. I wisli I could set her on again without 
this blood-sucker kenning what I am doing. J3ut 
he's as gleg as MacKeachan's el shin, that ran 
through sax plies of bend-leather and half an inch 
into the king's heel." 

He then began to hum, but in a very low and 
suppressed tone, the first stanza of a favourite bal- 
lad of Wildfire's, the words of which bore some dis- 
tant analogy with the situation of Robertson, trust- 
ing that the power of association would not fail to 
bring the rest to her mind : 

" There's a bloodhound ranging Tinwald wood, 

There's harness g landing sheen ; 
There's a maiden sits on Tinwald brae, 

And she sings loud between." 

Madge had no sooner received the catch-word, 
than she vindicated Ratclifte's sagacity by setting 
off at score with the song : 

" O sleep ye sound, Sir James, she said, 

When ye suld rise and ride ? 
There's twenty men, wi' bow and blade, 

Are seeking where ye hide." 

Though HatclifFe was at a considerable distance 
B2 
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from the spot called Muschat's Cairn, yet his eyes, 
practised like those of a cat to penetrate darkness, 
could mark that Robertson had caught the alarm. 
George Poinder, less keen of sight, or less atten- 
tive, was not aware of his flight any more than 
Sharpitlaw and his assistants, whose view, though 
they were considerably nearer to the cairn, was 
intercepted by the broken nature of the ground 
under which they were screening themselves. At 
length, however, after the interval of five or six 
minutes, they also perceived that Robertson had 
fled, and rushed hastily towards the place, while 
Sharpitlaw called out aloud, in the harshest tones 
of a voice which resembled a saw-mill at work, 
" Chase, lads chase haud the brae I see him on 
the edge of the hill I" Then hollowing back to the 
rear-guard of his detachment, he issued his farther 
orders : " Ratcliffe, come here, and detain the wo- 
man George, run and kepp the stile at the Duke's 
Walk Ratcliffe, come here directly but first 
knock out that mad bitch* s brains I" 

" Ye had better rin for it, Madge," said Rat- 
cliffe, " for it's ill dealing wi' an angry man." 

Madge Wildfire was not so absolutely void of 
common sense as not to understand this innuendo ; 
and while Ratcliffe, in seemingly anxious haste of 
obedience, hastened to the spot where Sharpitlaw 
waited to deliver up Jennie Beans to his custody, 
she fled with all the dispatch she'could exert in an 
opposite direction. Thus the whole party were 
separated, and in rapid motion of flight or pursuit, 
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excepting Ratcliffe and Jeanie, whom, although 
making no attempt to escape, he held fast by the 
cloak, and who remained standing by Muschat's 
Cairn. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

You have paid the heavens your function, and the prisoner the 
very debt of your calling. 

Measure for Measure. 

JEANIE DEANS, for here our story unites itself 
with that part of the narrative which broke off at 
the end of the first chapter, while she waited, in 
terror and amazement, the hasty advance of three 
or four men towards her, was yet more startled at 
their suddenly breaking asunder, and giving chase 
in different directions to the late object of her ter- 
ror, who became at that moment, though she could 
not well assign a reasonable cause, rather the cause 
of her interest. One of the party (it was Sharpit- 
law) came straight up to her, and saying, " Your 
name is Jeanie Deans, and you are my prisoner," 
immediately added, " but if you will tell me which 
way he ran I will let you go." 

" I dinna ken, sir," was all the poor girl could 
utter ; and, indeed, it is the phrase which rises most 
readily to the lips of any person in her rank, as the 
readiest reply to any embarrassing question. 

" But," said Sharpitlaw, " ye hen wha it was ye 
were speaking wi', my leddy, on the hill side, and 
midnight sae near; ye surely ken that, my bonny 
woman ?" 

" I dinna ken, sir/' again iterated Jeanie, who 
really did not comprehend in her terror the nature 
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of the questions which were so hastily put to her 
in this moment of surprise. 

" We will try to mend your memory by and by, 
hinny," said Sharpitlaw, and shouted, as we have 
already told the reader, to Ratcliffe, to come up 
and take charge of her, while he himself directed the 
chase after Robertson, which he still hoped might 
be successful. As Ratcliffe approached, Sharp- 
itlaw pushed the young woman towards him with 
some rudeness, and betaking himself to the more 
important object of his quest, began to scale crags 
and scramble up steep banks, with an agility of 
which his profession and his general gravity of de- 
meanour would previously have argued him inca- 
pable. In a few minutes there was no one within 
sight, and only a distant halloo from one of the pur- 
suers to the other, faintly heard on the side of the 
hill, argued that there was any one within hearing. 
Jeanie Deans was left in the clear moonlight, stand- 
ing under the guard of a person of whom she knew 
nothing, and, what was worse, concerning whom, 
as the reader is well aware, she could have learned 
nothing that would not have increased her terror. 

When all in the distance was silent, Ratcliffe for 
the first time addressed her, and it was in that cold 
sarcastic indifferent tone familiar to habitual depra- 
vity, whose crimes are instigated by custom rather 
than by passion. " This .is a braw night for ye, 
dearie," he said, attempting to pass his arm across 
her shoulder, " to be on the green hill wi' your 
jo." Jeanie extricated herself from his grasp, but 
did not make any reply. " I think lads and lasses," 
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continued the ruffian, " dinna meet at Muschat's 
Cairn at midnight to crack nuts," and he again at- 
tempted to take hold of her. 

" If ye are an officer of justice, sir," said Jeanie, 
again eluding his attempt to seize her, " ye deserve 
to have your coat stripped from your back." 

" Very true, hinny," said he, succeeding forcibly 
in his attempt to get hold of her, " but suppose I 
should strip your cloak off first ?" 

" Ye are more a man, I am sure, than to hurt 
me, sir," said Jeanie ; " for God's sake have pity 
on a half-distracted creature !" 

" Come, come," said Ratcliffe, " you're a good- 
looking wench, and should not be cross-grained. I 
was going to be an honest man but the devil has 
this very day flung first a lawyer, and then a woman, 
in rny gate. I'll tell you what, Jeanie, they are 
out on the hill-side if you'll be guided by me, I'll 
carry you to a wee bit corner in the Pleasuiice, that 
I ken o' in an auhl wife's, that a' the prokitors o' 
Scotland wot naething o', and we'll send Robertson 
word to meet us in Yorkshire, for there is a set o' 
braw lads about the mid-land counties, that I hae 
dune business wi' before now, and sae we'll leave 
Mr Sharpitlaw to whistle on his thumb." 

It was fortunate for Jeanie, in an emergency like 
the present, that she possessed presence of mind and 
courage, so soon as the first hurry of surprise had 
enabled her to rally her recollection. She saw the 
risk she was in from a ruffian, who not only was 
such by profession, but had that evening beeu stu- 
pifying, by means of strong liquors, the internal 
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aversion which he felt at the business on which 
Sharpitlaw had resolved to employ him. 

" Ditma speak sae loud," said she, in a low voice, 
" he's up yonder." 

" Who ? Robertson ?" said Ratcliffe, eagerly. 

" Ay/' replied Jeaiiie ; " up yonder ;" and she 
pointed to the ruins of the hermitage and chapel. 

By G d, then," said Ratcliffe, " I'll make my 
am of him, either one way or other wait for me 
here." 

But no sooner had he set off, as fast as he could 
run, towards the chapel, than Jeanie started in an 
opposite direction, over high and low, on the nearest 
path homeward. Her juvenile exercise as a herds- 
woman had put " life and mettle" in her heels, and 
never had she followed Dustiefoot, when the cows 
were in the corn, with half so much speed as she 
now cleared the distance betwixt Muschat's Cairn 
and her father's cottage at Saint Leonard's. To 
lift the latch to enter to shut, bolt, and double 
bolt the door to draw against it a heavy article 
of furniture, (which she could not have moved in a 
moment of less energy,) so as to make yet farther 
provision against violence, was almost the work of 
a moment, yet done with such silence as equalled 
the celerity. 

Her next anxiety was upon her father's account, 
and she drew silently to the door of his apartment, 
in order to satisfy herself whether he had been 
disturbed by her return. He was awake, probably 
had slept but little ; but the constant presence of 
his own sorrows, the distance of his apartment from 
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the outer-door of the house, and the precautions 
which Jeanie had taken to conceal her departure 
and return, had prevented him from being sensible 
of either. He was engaged in his devotions, and 
Jeanie could distinctly hear him use these words : 
" And for the other child thou hast given me to be 
a comfort and stay to my old age, may her days 
be long in the land, according to the promise thou 
hast given to those who shall honour father and 
mother ; may all her purchased and promised bless- 
ings be multiplied upon her ; keep her in the watches 
of the night, and in the uprising of the morning, 
that all in this land may know that thou hast not 
utterly hid thy face from those that seek thee in 
truth and in sincerity." He was silent, but proba- 
bly continued his petition in the strong fervency of 
mental devotion. 

His daughter retired to her apartment, comfort- 
ed, that while she was exposed to danger, her head 
had been covered by the prayers of the just as by 
an helmet, and under the strong confidence, that 
while she walked worthy of the protection of Hea- 
ven, she would experience its countenance. It was 
in that moment that a vague idea first darted across 
her mind, that something might yet be achieved for 
her sister's safety, conscious as she now was of her 
innocence of the unnatural murder with which she 
stood charged. It came, as she described it, on her 
mind, like a sun-blink on a stormy sea; and although 
it instantly vanished, yet she felt a degree of com- 
posure which she had not experienced for many 
days, and could not help being strongly persuaded 
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that, by some means or other, she would be called 
upon, and directed, to work out her sister's deliver- 
ance. She went to bed, not forgetting her usual 
devotions, the more fervently made on account of 
her late deliverance, and she slept soundly in spite 
of her agitation. 

We must return to Ratcliffe, who had started, 
like a greyhound from the slips when the sports- 
man cries halloo, so soon as Jeanie had pointed to 
the ruins. Whether he meant to aid Robertson's 
escape, or to assist his pursuers, may be very doubt- 
ful ; perhaps he did not himself know, but had re- 
solved to be guided by circumstances, lie had no 
opportunity, however, of doing either ; for he had 
no sooner surmounted the steep ascent, and entered 
under the broken arches of the ruins, than a pistol 
was presented at his head, and a harsh voice com- 
manded him, in the king's name, to surrender him- 
self prisoner. "Mr Sharpitlaw I" said Ratcliffe, 
surprised, " is this your honour ?" 

" Is it only you, and be d d to you ?" answer- 
ed the fiscal, still more disappointed " what made 
you leave the woman ?" 

" She told me she saw Robertson go into the 
ruins, so I made what haste I could to cleek the 
callant." 

" It's all over now," said Sharpitlaw ; " we shall 
see no more of him to-night ; but ho shall hide him- 
self in a bean-hool, if he remains on Scottish ground 
without my finding him. Call back the people, 
Ratcliffe." 

Ratcliffe hollowed to the dispersed officers, who 
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willingly obeyed the signal ; for probably there was 
no individual among them who would have been 
much desirous of a rencontre hand to hand, and at 
a distance from his comrades, with such an active 
and desperate fellow as Robertson. 

" And where are the two women ?" said Sharp- 
itlaw. 

" Both made their heels serve them, I suspect/' 
replied Ratcliffe, and he hummed the end of the 
old song 

" Then hey play up the rin-awa bride, 
For she has taen the gee." 

" One woman," said Sharpitlaw, for, like all 
rogues, he was a great calumniator of the fair sex,* 
" one woman is enough to dark the fairest ploy 
that ever was planned ; and how could I be such an 
ass as to expect to carry through a job that had two 
in it ? But we know how to come by them both, 
if they are wanted, that's one good thing.'* 

Accordingly, like a defeated general, sad and 
sulky, he led back his discomfited forces to the 
metropolis, and dismissed them for the night. 

The next morning early, he was under the neces- 
sity of making his report to the sitting magistrate 
of the day. The gentleman who occupied the chair 
of office on this occasion (for the bailies, Anglice, 
aldermen, take it by rotation) chanced to be the 
same by whom Butler was committed, a person 
very generally respected among his fellow-citizens, 

* Note I. p. 90. Calumniator of the Fair Sex. 
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Something lie WHS of a humorist, and rather defi- 
cient in general education ; but acute, patient, and 
upright, possessed of a fortune acquired by honest 
industry, which made him perfectly independent ; 
and, in short, very happily qualified to support the 
respectability of the office which he held. 

Mr Middleburgh had just taken his seat, and was 
debating in an animated manner, with one of his 
colleagues, the doubtful chances of a game at golf 
which they had played the day before, when a letter 
was delivered to him, addressed " For Bailie Alid- 
dleburgh; These: to be forwarded with speed." It 
contained these words : 

SIR, 

" I know you to be a sensible and a considerate 
magistrate, and one who, as such, will be content 
to worship God, though the devil bid you. I there- 
fore expect that, notwithstanding the signature of 
this letter acknowledges my share in an action, 
which, in a proper time and place, I would not fear 
either to avow or to justify, you will not on that 
account reject what evidence I place before you. 
The clergyman, Butler, is innocent of all but invo- 
luntary presence at an action which he wanted spirit 
to approve of, and from which he endeavoured, 
with his best set phrases, to dissuade us. But it 
was not for him that it is my hint to speak. There 
is a woman in your jail, fallen under the edge of a 
law so cruel, that it has hung by the wall, like 
unsecured armour, for twenty years, and is now 
brought down and whetted to spill the blood of the 
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most beautiful and most innocent creature whom 
the walls of a prison ever girdled in. Her sister 
knows of her innocence, as she communicated to 
her that she was betrayed by a villain. O that high 
Heaven 

* Would put in evry honest hand a whip, 

To scourge me such a villain through the world !' 

" I write distractedly But this girl this Jeanie 
Deans, is a peevish puritan, superstitious and scru- 
pulous after the manner of her sect ; and I pray 
your honour, for so my phrase must go, to press 
upon her, that her sister's life depends upon her 
testimony. But though she should remain silent, 
do not dare to think that the young woman is guilty 
far less to permit her execution. Remember the 
death of Wilson was fearfully avenged ; and those 
yet live who can compel you to drink the dregs of 
your poisoned chalice. I say, remember Porteous, 
and say that you had good counsel from 

" ONE OF HIS SLAYERS." 

The magistrate read over this extraordinary let- 
ter twice or thrice. At first he was tempted to 
throw it aside as the production of a madman, so 
little did " the scraps from playbooks," as he term- 
ed the poetical quotation, resemble the correspond- 
ence of a rational being. On a re-perusal, however, 
he thought that, amid its incoherence, he could dis- 
cover something like a tone of awakened passion, 
though expressed in a manner quaint and unusual. 

" It is a cruelly severe statute/' said the magis- 
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Irate to his assistant, " and I wish the girl could he 
taken from under the letter of it. A child may 
have been born, and it may have been conveyed 
away while the mother was insensible, or it may 
have perished for want of that relief which the poor 
creature herself helpless, terrified, distracted, de- 
spairing, and exhausted may have been unable to 
afford to it. And yet it is certain, if the woman 
is found guilty under the statute, execution will 
follow. The crime has been too common, and ex- 
amples are necessary/' 

" But if this other wench," said the city-clerk, 
" can speak to her sister communicating her situa- 
tion, it will take the case from under the statute/' 

" Very true," replied the Bailie ; " and I will 
walk out one of these days to St Leonard's, and 
examine the girl myself. I know something of 
their father Deans an old true-blue Cameroniaii, 
who would see house and family go to wreck ere 
he would disgrace his testimony by a sinful com- 
plying with the defections of the times ; and such 
he will probably uphold the taking an oath before 
a civil magistrate. If they are to go on and flou- 
rish with their bull-headed obstinacy, the legislature 
must pass an act to take their affirmations, as in 
the case of Quakers. But surely neither a father 
nor a sister will scruple in a case of this kind. As 
I said before, 1 will go speak with them myself, 
when the hurry of this Porteous investigation is 
somewhat over ; their pride and spirit of contra- 
diction will be far less alarmed, than if they were 
called into a court of justice at once/' 
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" And I suppose Butler is to remain incarcera- 
ted ?" said the city-clerk. 

" For the present, certainly," said the magistrate. 
" But I hope soon to set him at liberty upon bail." 

" Do you rest upon the testimony of that light- 
headed letter ?" asked the clerk. 

" Not very much," answered the Bailie ; " and yet 
there is something striking about it too it seems 
the letter of a man beside himself, either from great 
agitation, or some great sense of guilt." 

" Yes," said the town-clerk, " it is very like the 
letter of a mad strolling play-actor, who deserves 
to be hanged with all the rest of his gang, as your 
honour justly observes." 

" I was not quite so bloodthirsty," continued 
the magistrate. " But to the point. Butler's pri- 
vate character is excellent ; and I am given to un- 
derstand, by some enquiries I have been making 
this morning, that he did actually arrive in town 
only the day before yesterday, so that it was im- 
possible he could have been concerned in any pre- 
vious machinations of these unhappy rioters, and it 
is not likely that he should have joined them on a 
suddenty." 

" There's no saying anent that zeal catches fire 
at a slight spark as fast as a brunstane match," 
observed the secretary. " I hae kend a minister 
wad be fair gude day and fair gude e'en wi* ilka 
man in the parochine, and hing just as quiet as a 
rocket on a stick, till ye mentioned the word abju- 
ration-oath, or patronage, or siclike, and then, whiz, 
he was off, and up in the air an hundred miles 
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beyond common manners, common sense, and com- 
mon comprehension." 

" I do not understand/' answered the burgher- 
magistrate, " that the young man Butler's zeal is 
of so inflammable a character. But I will make 
farther investigation. What other business is there 
before us ?" 

And they proceeded to minute investigations 
concerning the affair of Porteous's death, and other 
affairs through which this history has no occasion 
to trace them. 

In the course of their business they were inter- 
rupted by an old woman of the lower rank, ex- 
tremely haggard in look, and wretched in her ap- 
parel, who thrust herself into the council room. 

" What do you want, gudewife ? Who are 
you ?" said Bailie Middleburgh. 

" What do I want I" replied she, in a sulky tone 
" I want my bairn, or I want naething frae nane 
o' ye, for as grand's ye are." And she went on 
muttering to herself, with the wayward spitefulness 
of age " They maun hae lordships and honours, 
nae doubt set them up, the gutter-bloods ! and 
deil a gentleman ainang them." Then again ad- 
dressing the sitting magistrate, " Willyowr honour 
gie me back my puir crazy bairn ? His honour ! 
I hae kend the day when less wad ser'd him, the 
oe of a Campvere skipper." 

" Good woman," said the magistrate to this shrew- 
ish supplicant, " tell us what it is you want, and 
do not interrupt the court." 

" That's as muckle as till say, Bark, Bawtie, and 
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be dune wi't ! I tell ye," raising her termagant 
voice, " I want my bairn ! is na that braid Scots?" 

" Who are you ? who is your bairn ?" demand- 
ed the magistrate. 

" Wha am 1 ? wha suld I be, but Meg Mur- 
dockson, and wha suld my bairn be but Magdalen 
Murdockson ? Your guard soldiers, and your con- 
stables, and your officers, ken us weel eneugh when 
they rive the bits o' duds aff our backs, and take 
what penny o' siller we hae, and harle us to the 
Correction-house in Leith Wynd, and pettle us up 
wi* bread and water, and siclike sunkets." 

" Who is she?" said the magistrate, looking 
round to some of his people. 

" Other than a glide ane, sir/' said one of the 
city-officers, shrugging his shoulders, and smiling. 

" Will ye say sae ?" said the termagant, her eye 
gleaming with impotent fury ; " an I had ye amang 
the Frigate- Whins, wadna I set my ten talents in 
your wuzzent face for that very word ?" and she 
suited the word to the action, by spreading out a 
set of claws resembling those of St George's dra- 
gon on a country sign-post. 

" What does she want here ?" said the impatient 
magistrate " Can she not tell her business, or go 
away ?" 

" It's my bairn ! it's Magdalen Murdockson I'm 
wantin'," answered the beldame, screaming at the 
highest pitch of her cracked and mistuned voice 
" havena I been tellin' ye sae this half-hour? And 
if ye are deaf, what needs ye sit cockit up there, 
and keep folk scraughin' t'ye this gate ?" 
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" She wants her daughter, sir," said the same 
officer whose interference had given the hag such 
offence before " her daughter, who was taken up 
last night Madge Wildfire, as they ca' her." 

" Madge HELLFIRE, as they ca' her I" echoed the 
beldame ; " and what business has a blackguard like 
you to ca' an honest woman's bairn out o' her am 
name ?" 

" An honest woman's bairn, Maggie ?" answered 
the peace-officer, smiling and shaking his head with 
an ironical emphasis on the adjective, and a calm- 
ness calculated to provoke to madness the furious 
old shrew. 

" If I am no honest now, I was honest ance," 
she replied ; " and that's mair than ye can say, ye 
born and bred thief, that never kend ither folk's 
gear frae your am since the day ye was cleckit. 
Honest, say ye ? ye pykit your mother's pouch o' 
twalpennies Scotch when ye wete five years auld, 
just as she was taking leave o' your father at the fit 
o' the gallows." 

" She has you there, George," said the assistants, 
and there was a general laugh; for the wit was 
fitted for the meridian of the place where it was 
uttered. This general applause somewhat gratified 
the passions of the old hag ; the " grim feature" 
smiled, and even laughed but it was a laugh of 
bitter scorn. She condescended, however, as if 
appeased by the success of her sally, to explain her 
business more distinctly, when the magistrate, com- 
manding silence, again desired her either to speak 
out her errand, or to leave the place. 
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" Her bairn," she said, " was her bairn, and she 
came to fetch her out of ill haft and waur guiding. 
If she wasna sae wise as ither folk, few ither folk 
had suffered as imiekle as she liad done ; forby 
that she could fend the waur for hersell within the 
four wa's of a jail. She could prove by fifty wit- 
nesses, and fifty to that, that her daughter had never 
seen Jock Porteous, alive or dead, since he had gien 
her a louudering wi' his cane, the neger that he was ! 
for driving a dead cat at the provost's wig on the 
Elector of Hanover's birth-day/' 

Notwithstanding the wretched appearance and 
violent demeanour of this woman, the magistrate 
felt the justice of her argument, that her child might 
be as dear to her as to a more fortunate and more 
amiable mother. He proceeded to investigate the 
circumstances which had led to Madge Murdock- 
son's (or Wildfire's) arrest, and as it was clearly 
shown that she had not been engaged in the riot, he 
contented himself with directing that an eye should 
be kept upon her by the police, but that for the 
present she should be allovved to return home with 
her mother. During the interval of fetching Madge 
from the jail, the magistrate endeavoured to dis- 
cover whether her mother had been privy to the 
change of dress betwixt that young woman and 
Robertson, But on this point he could obtain no 
light. She persisted in declaring, that she had never 
seen Robertson since his remarkable escape during* 
service-time ; and that, if her daughter had changed 
clothes with him, it must have been during her 
absence at a hamlet about two miles out of town, 
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called Duddingstone, whore she could prove that 
she passed that eventful night. And, in fact, one 
of the town-officers, who had been searching for 
stolen linen at the cottage of a washerwoman in that 
village, gave his evidence, that he had seen Maggie 
Murdockson there, whose presence had consider- 
ably increased his suspicion of the house in which 
she was a visitor, in respect that he considered her 
as a person of no good reputation. 

" I tauld ye sae," said the hag ; " see now what 
it is to hae a character, gude or bad ! Now, may- 
be after a', I could tell ye something about Por- 
teous that you council-chamber bodies never could 
find out, for as rnuckle stir as ye mak." 

All eyes were turned towards her all ears were 
alert. " Speak out !" said the magistrate. 

" It will be for your ain gude," insinuated the 
town-clerk. 

" Dinna keep the Bailie waiting," urged the as- 
sistants. 

She remained doggedly silent for two or three 
minutes, casting around a malignant and sulky 
glance, that seemed to enjoy the anxious suspense 
with which they waited her answer. And then she 
broke forth at once, " A' that I ken about him 
is, that he was neither soldier nor gentleman, but 
just a thief and a blackguard, like maist o' yoursells, 
dears What will ye gie me for that news, now ? 
He wad hae served the gude town lang or provost 
or bailie wad hae fund that out, my joe I" 

While these matters were in discussion, Madge 
Wildfire entered, and her first exclamation was, 
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" Eh! see if there isna our auld ne'er-do-weel 
deevil's buekie o' a mither Hegh, sirs ! but we are 
a hopefu' family, to be twa o' us in the Guard at 
ance But there were better days wi' us ance 
were there na, mither?" 

Old Maggie's eyes had glistened with something 
like an expression of pleasure when she saw her 
daughter set at liberty. Hut either her natural 
affection, like that of the tigress, could not be dis- 
played without a strain of ferocity, or there was 
something in the ideas which Madge's speech awa- 
kened, that again stirred her cross and savage tem- 
per. " What signifies what we were, ye street- 
raking limmer I" she exclaimed, pushing her daugh- 
ter before her to the door, with no gentle degree of 
violence. " I'se tell thee what thou is now thou's 
a crazed hellicat Bess o' Bedlam, that sail taste 
naething but bread and water for a fortnight, to 
serve ye for the plague ye hae gien me and ower 
gude for ye, ye idle taupie I" 

Madge, however, escaped from her mother at 
the door, ran back to the foot of the table, dropped 
a very low and fantastic curtsey to the judge, and 
said, with a giggling laugh, " Our minnic's sair 
mis-set, after her ordinar, sir She'll hae had some 
quarrel wi' her auld gudeman that's Satan, ye 
ken, sirs." This explanatory note she gave in a 
low confidential tone, and the spectators of that 
credulous generation did not hear it without an 
involuntary shudder. " The gudeman and her dis- 
na aye gree weel, and then I maun pay the piper ; 
but my back's broad eneugh to bcur't a' an' if she 
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liae nae havings, that's nae reason why wiser folk 
shouldna hae some." Here another deep curtsey, 
when the ungracious voice of her mother was heard. 
" Madge, ye limmer ! If I come to fetch ye I" 
" Hear till her/' said Madge. " But I'll wun 
out a gliff the night for a' that, to dance in the 
moonlight, when her and the gudeman will be 
whirrying through the blue lift on a broom-shank, 
to see Jean Jap, that they hae putten intill the 
Kirkcaldy to! booth ay, they will hae a merry sail 
ower Inchkeith, and ower a* the bits o J bonny 
waves that are poppling and plashing against the 
rocks in the govvden glimmer o' the moon, ye ken. 
I'm coming, mother I'm coming," she concluded, 
on hearing a scuffle at the door betwixt the bel- 
dam and the officers, who were endeavouring to 
prevent her re-entrance. Madge then waved her 
hand wildly towards the ceiling, and sung, at the 
topmost pitch of her voice, 

" Up in the air, 

On my bonny grey mare, 

And I see, and I see, and I see her yet." 

And with a hop, skip, and jump, sprung out of the 
room, as the witches of Macbeth used, in less re- 
fined days, to seem to fly upwards from the stage. 

Some weeks intervened before Mr Middleburgh, 
agreeably to his benevolent resolution, found an op- 
portunity of taking a walk towards St Leonard's, 
in order to discover whether it might be possible 
to obtain the evidence hinted at in the anonymous 
letter respecting Effie Deans. 

In fiict, the anxious perquisitions made to discover 
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the murderers of Porteous occupied the attention 
of all concerned with the administration of justice. 

In the course of these enquiries, two circum- 
stances happened material to our story. Butler, 
after a close investigation of his conduct, was de- 
clared innocent of accession to the death of Por- 
teous ; but, as having been present during the 
whole transaction, was obliged to find bail not to 
quit his usual residence at Libberton, that he might 
appear as a witness when called upon. The other 
incident regarded the disappearance of Madge 
Wildfire and her mother from Edinburgh. When 
they were sought, with the purpose of subjecting 
them to some further interrogatories, it was dis- 
covered by Mr Sharpitlaw that they had eluded 
the observation of the police, and left the city so 
soon as dismissed from the council-chamber. No 
efforts could trace the place of their retreat. 

In the meanwhile the excessive indignation of 
the Council of Kegency, at the slight put upon 
their authority by the murder of Porteous, had dic- 
tated measures, in which their own extreme desire 
of detecting the actors in that conspiracy were con- 
sulted, in preference to the temper of the people, 
and the character of their churchmen. An .act of 
parliament was hastily passed, offering two hundred 
pounds reward to those who should inform against 
any person concerned in the deed, and the penalty 
of death, by a very unusual and severe enactment, 
was denounced against those who should harbour 
the guilty. But what was chiefly accounted ex- 
ceptionable, was a clause, appointing the act to be 
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read in churches by the officiating clergyman, on 
the first Sunday of every month, for a certain pe- 
riod, immediately before the sermon. The mini- 
sters who should refuse to comply with this injunc- 
tion were declared, for the first offence, incapable of 
sitting or voting in any church judicature, and for 
the second, incapable of holding any ecclesiastical 
preferment in Scotland. 

This last order united in a common cause those 
who might privately rejoice in Porteous's death, 
though they dared not vindicate the manner of it, 
with the more scrupulous presbyterians, who held 
that even the pronouncing the name of the " Lords 
Spiritual" in a Scottish pulpit was, quodammodo, an 
acknowledgment of prelacy, and that the injunction 
of the legislature was an interference of the civil 
government with the jus divbutni of presbytery, 
since to the General Assembly alone, as represent- 
ing the invisible head of the kirk, belonged the sole 
and exclusive right of regulating whatever pertain- 
ed to public worship. Very many also, of different 
political or religious sentiments, and therefore not 
much moved by these considerations, thought they 
saw, in so violent an act of parliament, a more vin- 
dictive spirit than became the legislature of a great 
country, and something like an attempt to trample 
upon the rights and independence of Scotland. The 
various steps adopted for punishing the city of 
Edinburgh, by taking away her charter and liber- 
ties, for what a violent and over-mastering mob 
had done within her walls, were resented by many, 
who thought a pretext was too hastily taken for 
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degrading the ancient metropolis of Scotland. In. 
short, there was much heart-burning, discontent, 
and disaffection, occasioned by these ill-considered 
measures.* 

Amidst these heats and dissensions, the trial of 
Effie Deans, after she had been many weeks im- 
prisoned, was at length about to be brought for- 
ward, and Mr Middle burgh found leisure to enquire 
into the evidence concerning her. For this pur- 
pose, lie chose a fine day for his walk towards her 
father's house. 

The excursion into the country was somewhat 
distant, in the opinion of a burgess of those days, 
although many of the present inhabit suburban villas 
considerably beyond the spot to which we allude. 
Three quarters of an hour's walk, however, even at 
a pace of magisterial gravity, conducted our bene- 
volent office-bearer to the Crags of St Leonard's, 
arid the humble mansion of David Deans. 

The old man was seated on the deas, or turf-seat, 
at the end of his cottage, busied in mending his 
cart-harness with his own hands ; for in those days 

* The Magistrates were closely interrogated before the House 
of Peers, concerning the particulars of the Moh, and the patois 
in which these functionaries made their answers, sounded 
strange in the ears of the Southern nobles. The Duke of New- 
castle having demanded to know with what kind of shot the 
guard which Porteous commanded had loaded their muskets, 
was answered naively, " O\v, just sic as ane shoots dukes and 

Jools with." This reply was considered as a contempt of the 
House of Lords, and the Provost would have suffered accord- 
ingly, but that the Duke of Argyle explained, that the expres- 
sion, properly rendered into English, meant ducks and water- 

foivl. 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTH I AX. 77 

any sort of labour which required a little more skill 
than usual fell to the share of the goodman himself, 
and that even when he was well to pass in the world. 
With stern and austere gravity he persevered in his 
task, after having just raised his head to notice the 
advance of the stranger. It would have been im- 
possible to have discovered, from his countenance 
and manner, the internal feelings of agony with 
which he contended. Mr Middleburgh waited an 
instant, expecting Deans would in some measure 
acknowledge his presence, and lead into conversa- 
tion ; but, as he seemed determined to remain 
silent, he was himself obliged to speak first. 

" My name is Middleburgh Mr James Middle- 
burgh, one of the present magistrates of the city of 
Edinburgh." 

" It may be sae," answered Deans laconically, 
and without interrupting his labour. 

" You must understand," he continued, " that the 
duty of a magistrate is sometimes an unpleasant one." 

" It may be sac," replied David ; " I hae nae- 
thing to say in the contrail*;" and he was again 
doggedly silent. 

u You must be aware," pursued the magistrate, 
" that persons in my situation are often obliged to 
make painful arid disagreeable enquiries of indivi- 
duals, merely because it is their bounden duty." 

u It may be sae," again replied Deans ; " I hae 
naething to say anent it, either the tae way or the 
t'other. But I do ken there was aiice in a day a 
just and God-fearing magistracy in yon town o' 
Edinburgh, that did not bear the sword in vain, but 

u 2 



78 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

were a terror to evil-doers, and a praise to such as 
kept the path. In the glorious days of auld worthy 
iaithfu' Provost Dick,* when there was a true and 
faithfu' General Assembly of the Kirk, walking" hand 
in hand with the real noble Scottish-hearted barons, 
and with the magistrates of this and other towns, 
gentles, burgesses, and commons of all ranks, seeing 
with one eye, hearing with one ear, and upholding 
the ark with their united strength And then folk 
might see men deliver up their silver to the states' 
use, as if it had been as rnuckle sclate stanes. My 
father saw them toom the sacks of dollars out o' 
Provost Dick's window intill the carts that carried 
them to the army at Dunse Law ; and if ye winna 
believe his testimony, there is the window itsell still 
standing in the Luckeribooths I think it's a claith- 
merchant's booth the day f at the aim stanchells, 
five doors abune Gossford's Close. But now we 
haeria sic spirit amang us ; we think mair about the 
warst wally-draigle in our aiii byre, than about the 
blessing which the .angel of the covenant gave to 
the Patriarch even at Peniel and Mahaiiaim, or the 
binding obligation of our national vows; and we wad 
rather gie a pund Scots to buy an unguent to clear 
our auld rannell-trees and our beds o' the English 
bugs as they ca' them, than we wad gie a plack to 
rid the land of the swarm of Arminian caterpillars, 
Socinian pismires, and deistical Miss Katies, that 



* Note II., p. 90. Sir William Dick of Braid. 
f 1 think so too But it' the reader be curious, he may con- 
sult 31 r Chambers' Traditions of Edinburgh. 
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have ascended out of the bottomless pit, to plague 
this perverse, insidious, and lukewarm generation." 

It happened to Davie Deans on this occasion as 
it has done to many other habitual orators ; when 
once he became embarked on his favourite subject, 
the stream of his own enthusiasm carried him for- 
ward in spite of his mental distress, while his well- 
exercised memory supplied him amply with all the 
types and tropes of rhetoric peculiar to his sect and 
cause. 

Mr Middleburgh contented himself with answer- 
ing " All this may be very true, my friend ; but, 
as you said just now, I have nothing to say to it at 
present, either one way or other. You have two 
daughters, I think, Mr Deans ?" 

The old man winced, as one whose smarting sore 
is suddenly galled ; but instantly composed himself, 
resumed the work which, in the heat of his decla- 
mation, he had laid down, and answered with sullen 
resolution, " Ae daughter, sir only anc." 

" I understand you," said Mr Middleburgh ; " you 
have only one daughter here at home with you 
but this unfortunate girl who is a prisoner she is, 
I think, your youngest daughter ?" 

The presbyterian sternly raised his eyes. " After 
the world, and according to the flesh, she is my 
daughter ; but when she became a child of Belial, 
and a company-keeper, and a trader in guilt and 
iniquity, she ceased to be a bairn of mine." 

" Alas, Mr Deans," said Middleburgh, sitting 
down by him, and endeavouring to take his hand, 
which the old man proudly withdrew, " we are oui*- 
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selves all sinners ; and the errors of our offspring-, 
as they ought not to surprise us, being the portion 
which they derive of a common portion of corrup- 
tion inherited through us, so they do not entitle us 
to cast them off because they have lost themselves/' 

" Sir," said Deans, impatiently, " I ken a 1 that as 
weel as I mean to say," he resumed, chocking the 
irritation he felt at being schooled, a discipline of 
the mind, which those most ready to bestow it on 
others, do themselves most reluctantly submit to 
receive " I mean to say, that what ye observe may 
be just and reasonable But I hae nae freedom to 
enter into my ain private affairs wi' strangers 
And now, in this great national emergency, when 
there's the Porteous' Act has come doun frae Lon- 
don, that is a deeper blow to this poor sinfu' king- 
dom and suffering kirk, than ony that has been 
heard of since the foul and fatal Test at a time 
like this" 

" But, goodman," interrupted Mr Middleburgh, 
" you must think of your own household first, or 
else you are worse even than the infidels/' 

" I tell ye, Bailie Middleburgh," retorted David 
Deans, " if ye be a bailie, as there is little honour 
in being ane in these evil days I tell ye, I heard 
the gracious Saunders Peden I wotna whan it 
was ; but it was in killing time, when the plowers 
wen; drawing alang their furrows on the back of 
the Kirk of Scotland I heard him tell his hearers, 
gude and waled Christians they were too, that some 
o* them wad greet in air for a bit drowned calf or 
stirk, than for a f the defections and oppressions of 
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the day ; and that they were some o' them thinking 
o' ae thing, some o' anither, and there was Ludy 
Hundleslope thinking o' greeting Jock at the fire- 
side ! And the lady confessed in my hearing, that 
a drow of anxiety had come ower her for her son 
that she had left at hame weak of a decay* And 
what wad he hae said of me, if I had ceased to think 
of the gude cause for a cast-away a It kills rne 
to think of what she is I" 

" But the life of your child, goodman think of 
that if her life could be saved," said Middleburgh. 

" Her life ?" exclaimed David " I wadna gie ane 
o' my grey hairs for her life, if her gude name be 
gane And yet/' said he, relenting and retracting 
as he spoke, " I wad make the nifter, Mr Middle- 
burgh I wad gie a' these grey hairs that she has 
brought to shame and sorrow I wad gie the auld 
head they grow on for her life, and that she might 
hae time to amend and return, for what hae the 
wicked beyond the breath of their nosthrils ? But 
I'll never see her mair. No I that that I am 
determined in I'll never see her mair !" His lips 
continued to move for a minute after his voice ceased 
to be heard, as if he were repeating the same vow 
internally. 

" Well, sir," said Mr Middleburgh, " I speak to 
you as a man of sense ; if you would save your 
daughter's life, you must use human means." 

" I understand what you mean ; but Mr Novit, 
who is the procurator and doer of an honourable 

* See Lite of IVden, ]>. 111. 
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person, the Laird of Dumbiedikcs, is to do what 
carnal wisdom can do for her in the circumstances. 
My sell am not clear to Irinquet and traffic wi' courts 
o' justice, as they arc now constituted ; I have a 
tenderness and scruple in my mind anent them." 

" That is to say," said Middleburgh, " that you 
are a, Cameroniari, and do not acknowledge the 
authority of our courts of judicature, or present 
government ?" 

" Sir, under your favour," replied David, who was 
too proud of his own polemical knowledge, to call 
himself the follower of any one, " ye take me up 
before I fall down. I canna see why I suld be term- 
ed a Cameronian, especially now that ye hae given 
the name of that famous and savoury sufferer, not 
only until a regimental band of souldiers, whereof 
I am told many can now curse, swear, and use pro- 
fane language, as fast as ever Richard Cameron 
could preach or pray ; but also because ye have, in 
as far as it is in your power, rendered that martyr's 
name vain and contemptible, by pipes, drums, and 
fifes, playing the vain carnal spring, called the Ca- 
meronian Rant, which too many professors of reli- 
gion dance to a practice maist unbecoming a pro- 
fessor to dance to any tune whatsoever, more espe- 
cially promiscuously, that is, with the female sex.* 
A brutish fashion it is, whilk is the beginning of 
defection with many, as I may hae as muckle cause 
as maist folk to testify." 

" Well, but, Mr Deans," replied Mr Middleburgh, 

* See note to chap, x., vol. xi., p. 314. 
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" I only meant to say that you were a Cameronian, 
or MacMillanitc, one of the society people, in 
short, who think it inconsistent to take oaths under 
a government where the Covenant is not ratified." 

" Sir," replied the controversialist, who forgot 
even his present distress in such discussions as these, 
" you cannot fickle me sae easily as you do opine. 
I am not a MacMillanite, or a Russelite, or a Ha- 
milton ian, or a Harleyite, or a Howdenite* I will 
be led by the nose by none I take my name as 
a Christian from no vessel of clay. I have my own 
principles and practice to answer for, and am an 
humble pleader for the glide auld cause in a legal 
way." 

" That is to say, Mr Deans," said Middleburgh, 
" that you are a Dectnite, and have opinions pecu- 
liar to yourself." 

" It may please you to say sae," said David 
Deans; " but I have maintained my testimony before 
as great folk, and in sharper times ; and though I 
will neither exalt myself nor pull down others, I 
wish every man and woman in this land had kept 
the true testimony, and the middle and straight 
path, as it were, on the ridge of a hill, where wind 
and water shears, avoiding right-hand snares and 
extremes, and left-hand way-slidings, as weel as 
Johnny Dodds of Farthing's Acre, and ae man mair 
that shall be nameless." 

" I suppose," replied the magistrate, " that is as 
much as to say, that Johnny Dodds of Farthing's 

* All various species of the great genus Camoroniun. 
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Acre, and David Deans of St Leonard's, constitute 
the only members of the true, real, unsophisticated 
Kirk of Scotland ?" 

" God forbid that I suld make sic a vain-glorious 
speech, when there are sae mony professing Christ- 
ians I" answered David ; " but this I maun say, that 
all men act according to their gifts and their grace, 
sae that it is nae marvel that" 

" This is all very fine," interrupted Mr Middle- 
burgli ; " but I have no time to spend in hearing it. 
The matter in hand is this I have directed a cita- 
tion to be lodged in your daughter's hands If she 
appears on the day of trial and gives! evidence, 
there is reason to hope she may save her sister's 
life if, from any constrained scruples about the 
legality of her performing the office of an affecti onate 
sister and a good subject, by appearing in a court 
held under the authority of the law and govern- 
ment, you become the means of deterring her from 
the discharge of this duty, I must say, though the 
truth may sound harsh in your ears, that you, who 
gave life to this unhappy girl, will become the means 
of her losing it by a premature and violent death/' 

So saying, Mr Middleburgh turned to leave him. 

Bide awee bide awee, Mr Middleburgh," said 
Deans, in great perplexity and distress of mind ; 
but the Bailie, who was probably sensible that pro- 
tracted discussion might diminish the effect of his 
best and most forcible argument, took a hasty leave, 
and declined entering farther into the controversy. 

Deans sunk down upon his seat, stunned with a 
variety of conflicting emotions. It had been a great 
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source of controversy among' those holding his 
opinions in religious matters, how far the govern- 
ment which succeeded the Revolution could he, 
without sin, acknowledged by true presbyterians, 
seeing that it did not recognise the great national 
testimony of the Solemn League and Covenant ? 
And latterly, those agreeing in this general doc- 
trine, and assuming the sounding title of the anti- 
popish, anti-prelatic, anti-eras! ian, anti-sectarian, 
true presbyterian remnant, were divided into many 
petty sects among themselves, even as to the ex- 
tent of submission to the existing laws and rulers, 
which constituted such an acknowledgment as 
amounted to sin. 

At a very stormy and tumultuous meeting, beld 
in 1682, to discuss these important and delicate 
points, the testimonies of the faithful few were 
found utterly inconsistent with each other.* The 
place where this conference took place was remark- 
ably well adapted for such an assembly. It was a 
wild and very sequestered dell in Tweed dale, sur- 
rounded by high hills, and far remote from human 
habitation. A small river, or rather a mountain 
torrent, called the Talla, breaks down the glen with 
great fury, dashing successively over a number of 
small cascades, which lias procured the spot the 
name of Talla-Linns. Here the leaders among the 
scattered adherents to the Covenant, men who, in 
their banishment from human society, and in the 
recollection of the severities to which they bad been 

* Note TIT., p. 91. Meeting at Tall a- Linns. 
VOL. XII. II 
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exposed, had become at once sullen in their tem- 
pers, and fantastic in their religious opinions, met 
with arms in their hands, and by the side of the 
torrent discussed, with a turbulence which the noise 
of the stream could not drown, points of contro- 
versy as empty and unsubstantial as its foam. 

It was the fixed judgment of most of the meet- 
ing", that all payment of cess or tribute to the ex- 
isting government was utterly unlawful, and a 
sacrificing to idols. About other impositions and 
degrees of submission there were various opinions ; 
and perhaps it is the best illustration of the spirit 
of those military fathers of the church to say, that 
while all allowed it was impious to pay the cess 
employed for maintaining the standing army and 
militia, there was a fierce controversy on the law- 
fulness of paying the duties levied at ports and 
bridges, for maintaining roads and other necessary 
purposes ; that , there were some who, repugnant to 
these imposts for turnpikes and postages, were ne- 
vertheless free in conscience to make payment of 
the usual freight at public ferries, and that a per- 
son of exceeding and punctilious zeal, James Rus- 
sel, one of the slayers of the Archbishop of St An- 
drews, had given his testimony with great warmth 
even against this last faint shade of subjection to 
constituted authority. This ardent and enlighten- 
ed person and his followers had also great scruples 
about the lawfulness of bestowing the ordinary 
names upon the days of the week and the months 
of the year, which savoured in their nostrils so 
strongly of paganism, that at length they arrived 
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at the conclusion that they who owned such names 
as Monday, Tuesday, January, February, and so 
forth, " served themselves heirs to the same, if not 
greater punishment, than had been denounced 
against the idolaters of old." 

David Deans had been present on this memo- 
rable occasion, although too young to be a speaker 
among the polemical combatants. His brain, how- 
ever, had been thoroughly heated by the noise, 
clamour, and metaphysical ingenuity of the dis- 
cussion, and it was a controversy to which his mind 
had often returned; and though he carefully dis- 
guised his vacillation from others, and perhaps 
from himself, he had never been able to come to 
any precise line of decision on the subject. In 
fact, his natural sense had acted as a counterpoise 
to his controversial zeal. He was by no means 
pleased with the quiet and indifferent manner in 
which King William's government slurred over 
the errors of the times, when, far from restoring 
the presbyterian kirk to its former supremacy, they 
passed an act of oblivion even to those who had 
been its persecutors, and bestowed on many of 
them titles, favours, and employments. When, in 
the first General Assembly which succeeded the 
Revolution, an overture was made for the revival 
of the League and Covenant, it was with horror 
that Douce David heard the proposal eluded by 
the men of carnal wit arid policy, as he called them, 
as being inapplicable to the present times, and not 
falling under the modern model of the church* 
The reign of Queen Anne had increased his con- 
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viction, that the Revolution government was not 
one of the true presbyterian complexion. But 
then, more sensible than the bigots of his sect, he 
did not confound the moderation and tolerance of 
these two reigns with the active tyranny and op- 
pression exercised in those of Charles II. and 
James II. The presbyterian form of religion, 
though deprived of the weight formerly attached 
to its sentences of excommunication, and compel- 
led to tolerate the co-existence of episcopacy, and 
of sects of various descriptions, was still the Na- 
tional Church ; and though the glory of the second 
temple was far inferior to that which had flourish- 
ed from 1639 till the battle of Dunbar, still it was 
a structure that, wanting the strength and the ter- 
rors, retained at least the form and symmetry, of 
the original model. Then came the insurrection in 
1715, and David Deans's horror for the revival of 
the popish and prelatical faction reconciled him 
greatly to the government of King George, al- 
though he grieved that that monarch might be sus- 
pected of a leaning unto Erastianisnu In short, 
moved by so many different considerations, he had 
shifted his ground at different times concerning the 
degree of freedom which he felt in adopting any 
act of immediate acknowledgment or submission to 
the present government, which, however mild and 
paternal, was still uncoveiianted ; and now he felt 
himself called upon by the most powerful motive 
conceivable, to authorize his daughter's giving tes- 
timony in a court of justice, which all who have 
been since called Cameronians accounted a step of 
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lamentable and direct detection. The voice of 
nature, however, exclaimed loud in his bosom 
against the dictates of fanaticism ; and his imagi- 
nation, fertile in the solution of polemical difficul- 
ties, devised an expedient for extricating himself 
from the fearful dilemma, in which he saw, on the 
one side, a falling off from principle, and, on the 
other, a scene from which a father's thoughts could 
not but turn in shuddering horror. 

" I have been constant and unchanged in my 
testimony," said David Deans ; " but then who has 
said it of me, that I have judged my neighbour 
over closely, because he hath had more freedom 
in his walk than I have found in mine ? I never 
was a separatist, nor for quarrelling with tender 
souls about mint, cummin, or other the lesser tithes. 
My daughter Jean may have a light in this sub- 
ject that is hid frae my auld een it is laid on her 
conscience, and not ou mine If she hath freedom 
to gang before this judicatory, and hold up her hand 
for this poor cast-away, surely I will not say she 

steppeth over her bounds ; and if not" He 

paused in his mental argument, while a pang of 
unutterable anguish convulsed his features, yet, 
shaking it off, he firmly resumed the strain of his 
reasoning " And IF NOT God forbid that she 
should go into defection at bidding of mine ! I 
wuniia fret the tender conscience of one bairn no, 
not to save the life of the other." 

A Roman would have devoted his daughter to 
death from different feelings and motives, but not 
upon a more heroic principle of duty, 

ii 2 
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NOTES TO CHAPTER IV. 

Note I., p. 62. CALUMNIATOR OF THE FAIJI SEX. 

The journal of Graves, a Bow-street officer, dispatched to 
Holland to obtain the surrender of the unfortunate, William 
Brodie, bears a reflection on the ladies somewhat like that put 
in the mouth of the police-officer Sharpitlaw. It had been 
found difficult to identify the unhappy criminal ; and, when a 
Scotch gentleinuu of respectability had seemed disposed to give 
evidence on the point required, his son-in-law, a clergyman in 
Amsterdam, and his daughter, were suspected by Graves to 
have used arguments with the "witness to dissuade him from 
giving his testimony. On which subject the journal of the Bow- 
street officer proceeds thus: 

" Saw then a manifest reluctance in Mr , and had no 

doubt the daughter and parson would endeavour to persuade 
him to decline troubling himself in the matter, but judged he 
could not go back from what he had said to Mr Rich. Nor A 
BKNE. JVb mischief but a woman or a priest in it here both." 



Note II., p. 78. .Sin V/ILLIAM DICK OF DRAID. 

This gentleman formed a striking example of the instability 
of human prosperity. He was once the wealthiest man of his 
time in Scotland, a merchant in an extensive line of commerce, 
and a farmer of the public revenue; insomuch that, about 1640, 
he estimated his fortune at two hundred thousand pounds ster- 
ling. Sir William Dick was a zealous Covenanter; and in the 
memorable year 1611, he lent the Scottish Convention of Estate.* 
one hundred thousand merks at once, and thereby enabled them 
to support and pay their army, which must otherwise have 
broken to pieces. He afterwards advanced L. 20,000 for the ser- 
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vice of King Charles during the usurpation; and having, hy 
owning the royal cause, provoked the displeasure of the ruling 
party, he was fleeced of more money, amounting in all to 
L. 65, 000 sterling. 

Being in this manner reduced to indigence, he went to Lon- 
don to try to recover some part of the sums which had been 
Jeiit on government security. Instead of receiving any satisfac- 
tion, the Scottish Cr<esus was thrown into prison, in which he 
died, 19th December, 1655. It is said his death was hastened 
hy the want of common necessaries. But this statement is 
somewhat exaggerated, if it be true, as is commonly said, that 
though he was not supplied with bread, he had plenty of pie- 
crust, thence called " Sir William Dick's necessity." 

The changes of fortune are commemorated in a folio pamphlet 
entitled, " The lamentable state of the deceased Sir William 
Dick." It contains several copper-plates, one representing Sir 
William 011 horseback, and attended with guards as Lord Pro- 
vost of Kdinbiirgh, superintending the unloading of one of his 
rich argosies. A second exhibiting him as arrested, and in the 
hands of the bailiffs. A third presents him dead in prison. The 
tract is esteemed highly valuable by collectors of prints. The 
only copy I ever saw upon sale, was rated at L.30. 



Note III., p. 85. MEETING AT TALLA-LINNS. 

This remarkable convocation took place upon 15th June, 16S2, 
and an account of its confused and divisive proceedings may b 
found in Michael Shield's Faithful Contendings Displayed, 
Glasgow, 1780, p. 21. It affords a singular and melancholy 
example how much a metaphysical and polemical spirit had 
crept in amongst these* unhappy sufferers, since, amid so many 
real injuries which they had to sustain, they were disposed to 
add disagreement and disunion concerning the character and 
extent of such as were only imaginary. 
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CHAPTER V. 

To man, in this his trial state, 

The privilege is given, 
When tost by tides of human fate, 

To anchor fast on heaven. 

WATTS'S Hymns. 

IT was with a firm step that Deans sought his 
daughter's apartment, determined to leave her to 
the light of her own conscience in the dubious point 
of casuistry in which he supposed her to be placed. 

The little room had been the sleeping apartment 
of both sisters, and there still stood there a small 
occasional bed which had been made for Effie's 
accommodation, when, complaining of illness, she 
had declined to share, as in happier times, her sis- 
ter's pillow. The eyes of Deans rested involun- 
tarily, on entering the room, upon this little couch, 
with its dark-green coarse curtains, and the ideas 
connected with it rose so thick upon his soul as 
almost to incapacitate him from opening his errand 
to his daughter. Her occupation broke the ice. 
He found her gazing on a slip of paper, which con- 
tained a citation to her to appear as a witness upon 
her sister's trial in behalf of the accused. For the 
worthy magistrate, determined to omit no chance 
of doing Effie justice, and to leave her sister no 
apology for not giving the evidence which she was 
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supposed to possess, had caused the ordinary cita- 
tion, or subpwtia, of the Scottish criminal court, to 
be served upon her by an officer during 1 his confer- 
ence with David. 

This precaution was so far favourable to Deans, 
that it saved him the pain of entering upon a for- 
mal explanation with his daughter ; he only said, 
with a hollow and tremulous voice, " I perceive ye 
;ire aware of the matter." 

" O father, we are cruelly sted between God's 
laws and man's laws What shall we do ? What 
can we do ?" 

Jeanie, it must be observed, had no hesitation 
whatever about the mere act of appearing in a court 
of justice. She might have heard the point dis- 
cussed by her father more than once ; but we have 
already noticed, that she was accustomed to listen 
with reverence to much which she was incapable 
of understanding, and that subtle arguments of 
casuistry found her a patient, but unedified hearer. 
Upon receiving the citation, therefore, her thoughts 
did not turn upon the chimerical scruples which 
alarmed her father's mind, but to the language 
which had been held to her by the stranger at 
Muschat's Cairn. In a word, she never doubted 
but she was to be dragged forward into the court 
of justice, in order to place her in the cruel position 
of either sacrificing her sister by telling the truth, 
or committing perjury in order to save her life. 
And so strongly did her thoughts run in this chan- 
nel, that she applied her father's words, " Ye are 
aware of the matter," to his acquaintance with the 
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advice that Lad been so fearfully enforced upon 
her. She looked up with anxious surprise, not un- 
mingled with a cast of horror, which his next words, 
as she interpreted arid applied them, were not qua- 
lified to remove. 

" Daughter," said David, " it has ever been my 
inind, that in things of ane doubtful and controver- 
sial nature, ilk Christian's conscience suld be his ain 
guide Wherefore descend into yourself, try your 
ain mind with sufficiency of soul exercise, and as 
you sail finally find yourself clear to do in this 
matter even so be it." 

" But, father," said Jeanie, whose mind revolted 
at the construction which she naturally put upon 
his language, " can this THIS be a doubtful or con- 
troversial matter ? Mind, father, the ninth com- 
mand < Thou shalt not bear false witness against 
thy neighbour/ " 

David Deans paused ; for, still applying her 
speech to his preconceived difficulties, it seemed to 
him, as if she, a woman, and a sister, was scarce 
entitled to be scrupulous upon this occasion, where 
he, a man, exercised in the testimonies of that tes- 
tifying period, had given indirect countenance to 
her following what must have been the natural dic- 
tates of her own feelings. But he kept firm his 
purpose, until his eyes involuntarily rested upon 
the little settle-bed, and recalled the form of the 
child of his old age, as she sate upon it, pale, ema- 
ciated, and broken-hearted. His mind, as the pic- 
ture arose before him, involuntarily conceived, and 
his tongue involuntarily uttered but in a tone 
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how different from his usual dogmatical precision J 
arguments for the course of conduct likely to en- 
sure his child's safety. 

" Daughter," lie said, " I did not say that your 
path was free from stumbling and, questionless, 
this act may be in the opinion of some a transgres- 
sion, since he who beareth witness unlawfully, and 
against his conscience, doth in some sort bear false 
witness against his neighbour. Yet in matters of 
compliance, the guilt lieth riot in the compliance sae 
muckle, as in the mind and conscience of him that 
doth comply ; and, therefore, although my testi- 
mony hath not been spared upon public defections, 
I haena felt freedom to separate mysell from the 
communion of many who have been clear to hear 
those ministers who have taken the fatal indulgence, 
because they might get good of them, though I 
could not." 

When David had proceeded thus far, his con- 
science reproved him, that he might be indirectly 
undermining the purity of his daughter's faith, and 
smoothing the way for her falling off from strict- 
ness of principle. He, therefore, suddenly stopped, 
and changed his tone : " Jeanie, I perceive that 
our vile affections, so I call them in respect of 
doing the will of our Father, cling too heavily to 
me in this hour of trying sorrow, to permit me to 
keep sight of my ain duty, or to airt you to yours. 
I will speak nae mair anent this over-trying mat^ 
ter. Jeanie, if ye can, w r i' God and gude con- 
science, speak in favour of this puir unhappy" 
(here his voice faltered) " She is your sister in 
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the flesh worthless and cast-away as she is, she, is 
the daughter of a saint in heaven, that was a mo- 
ther to you, Jeanie, in place of your am but if ye 
arena free in conscience to speak for her in the 
court of judicature, follow your conscience, Jeanie, 
and let God's will he done." After this adjuration 
he left the apartment, and his daughter remained 
in a state of great distress and perplexity. 

It would have been no small addition to the sor- 
rows of David Deans, even in this extremity of suf- 
fering, had he known that his daughter was apply- 
ing the casuistical arguments which he had been 
using, not in the sense of a permission to follow 
her own opinion on a dubious and disputed point 
of controversy, but rather as an encouragement to 
transgress one of those divine commandments 
which Christians of all sects and denominations 
unite in holding most sacred. 

" Can this be ?" said Jeanie, as the door closed 
on her father " Can these be his words that I 
have heard, or has the Enemy taken his voice and 
features to give weight unto the counsel which 
causeth to perish ? A sister's life, and a father 
pointing out lio\v to save it ! O God deliver me ! 
this is a fearfu' temptation." 

Roaming from thought to thought, she at one 
time imagined her father understood the ninth 
commandment literally, as prohibiting false witness 
against our neighbour, without extending the de- 
nunciation against falsehood uttered in favour of 
the criminal. But her clear and unsophisticated 
power of discriminating between good and evil, in- 
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stantly rejected an interpretation so limited, and so 
unworthy of the Author of the law. She remained 
in a state of the most agitating terror and uncer- 
tainty afraid to communicate her thoughts freely 
to her father, lest she should draw forth an opinion 
with which she could not comply, wrung with 
distress on her sister's account, rendered the more 
acute by reflecting that the means of saving her 
were in her power, hut were such as her conscience 
prohibited her from using, tossed, in short, like a 
vessel in an open roadstead during a storm, and, 
like that vessel, resting on one only sure cable and 
anchor, faith in Providence, and a resolution to 
discharge her duty. 

Butler's affection and strong sense of religion 
would have been her principal support in these dis- 
tressing circumstances, but he was still under re- 
straint, which did not permit him to come to St 
Leonard's Crags ; and her distresses were of a na- 
ture, which, with her indifferent habits of scholar- 
ship, she found it impossible to express in writing. 
She was therefore compelled to trust for guidance 
to her Own unassisted sense of what was right or 
wrong. 

It was not the least of Jeanie's distresses, that, 
although she hoped and believed her sister to be 
innocent, she had not the means of receiving that 
assurance from her own mouth. 

The double-dealing of Ratcliffe in the matter of 
Robertson had not prevented his being rewarded, 
as double-dealers frequently have been, with favour 
and preferment. Sharpitlaw, who found in him some- 

VOL. xn. i 
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thing- of a kindred genius, had been intercessor in 
his behalf with the magistrates, and the circumstance 
of his having voluntarily remained in the prison, 
when the doors were forced by the mob, would 
have made it a hard measure to take the life which 
he had such easy means of saving. He received a 
full pardon ; and soon afterwards, James Ratcliffe, 
the greatest thief and housebreaker in Scotland, was, 
upon the faith, perhaps, of an ancient proverb, se- 
lected as a person to be intrusted with the custody 
of other delinquents. 

When Ratcliffe was thus placed in a confidential 
situation, he was repeatedly applied to by the sa- 
pient Saddletree and others, who took some interest 
in the Deans' family, to procure an interview be- 
tween the sisters ; but the magistrates, who were 
extremely anxious for the apprehension of Robert- 
son, had given strict orders to the contrary, hoping 
that, by keeping them separate, they might, from 
the one or the other, extract some information re- 
specting that fugitive. On this subject Jeanie had 
nothing to tell them : She informed Mr Middle- 
burgh, that she knew nothing of Robertson, except 
having met him that night by appointment to give 
her some advice respecting her sister's concern, the 
purport of which, she said, was betwixt God and 
her conscience. Of his motions, purposes, or plans, 
past, present, or future, she knew nothing, and so 
had nothing to communicate. 

Effie was equally silent, though from a different 
cause. It was in vain that they offered a commu- 
tation and alleviation of her punishment, and even 
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a free pardon, if she would confess what she knew 
of her lover. She answered only with tears ; unless, 
when at times driven into pettish sulkiness by the 
persecution of the interrogators, she made them 
abrupt and disrespectful answers. 

At length, after her trial had been delayed for 
many weeks, in hopes she might be induced to 
speak out on a subject infinitely more interesting 
to the magistracy than her own guilt or innocence, 
their patience was worn out, and even Mr Middle- 
burgh finding no ear lent to further intercession in 
her behalf, the day was fixed for the trial to pro- 
ceed. 

It was now, and not sooner, that Sharpitlaw, re- 
collecting his promise to Erne Deans, or rather be- 
ing dinned into compliance by the unceasing remon- 
strances of Mrs Saddletree, who was his next-door 
neighbour, and who declared it was heathen cruelty 
to keep the twa broken-hearted creatures separate, 
issued the important mandate, permitting them to 
see each other. 

On the evening which preceded the eventful day 
of trial, Jeanie was permitted to see her sister an 
awful interview, and occurring at a most distressing 
crisis. This, however, formed a part of the bitter 
cup which she was doomed to drink, to atone for 
crimes and follies to which she had no accession ; 
and at twelve o'clock noon, being the time appointed 
for admission to the jail, she went to meet, for the 
first time for several months, her guilty, erring, and 
most miserable sister, in that abode of guilt, error, 
and utter misery. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



Sweet si si or, l^t me live ! 



What sin you do to save ;i brother's lifr, 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far, 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Measure for Measure. 

JEANTE DEANS was admitted into the jail by Rat- 
clift'e. This fellow, as void of shame as of honesty, 
as lie opened the now trebly secured door, asked her, 
with a leer which made her shudder, u whether she 
remembered him ?" 

A half-pronounced and timid " No," was her 
answer. 

" What ! not remember moonlight, and Muschat's 
Cairn, and Rob and Rat?" said he, with the same 
sneer ; " Your memory needs redding up, my jo." 

If Jeanie's distresses had admitted of aggrava- 
tion, it must have been to find her sister under the 
charge of such a profligate as this man. lie was 
not, indeed, without something of good to balance 
so much that was evil in his character and habits. In 
his misdemeanours he had never been bloodthirsty 
or cruel ; and in his present occupation, he had shown 
himself, in a certain degree, accessible to touches of 
humanity. But these good qualities were unknown 
to Jeunie, who, remembering the scene at Muschat's 
Cairn, could scarce find voice to acquaint him, that 
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she had an order from Bailie Middleburgh, per- 
mitting her to see her sister. 

" I ken that fu' weel, my honny doo ; mair by 
token, 1 have a special charge to stay in the ward 
with you a' the time ye are thegither." 

" Must that be sae?" asked Jeanie, with an im- 
ploring voice. 

" Hout, ay, hinny," replied the turnkey ; " and 
what the waur will you and your titty be of Jim 
Ratcliffe hearing what ye hae to say to ilk other? 
Deil a word yell say that will gar him ken your 
kittle sex better than he kens them already ; and 
another thing is, that if ye dinna speak o' breaking 
the Tolbooth, deil a word will I tell owcr, either 
to do ye good or ill." 

Thus saying, Ratcliffe marshalled her the way to 
the apartment where Effie was confined. 

Shame, fear, and grief, had contended for mas- 
tery in the poor prisoner's bosom during the whole 
morning, while she had looked forward to this meet- 
ing ; but when the door opened, all gave w r ay to a 
confused and strange feeling that had a tinge of 
joy in it, as, throwing herself on her sister's neck, 
she ejaculated, " My dear Jeanie ! my dear Jeanie ! 
it's king since I hae seen ye." Jeanie returned the 
embrace with an earnestness that partook almost 
of rapture, but it was only a flitting emotion, like 
a sunbeam unexpectedly penetrating betwixt the 
clouds of a tempest, and obscured almost as soon 
as visible. The sisters walked together to the side 
of the pallet bed, and sate down side by side, took 
hold of each other's hands, and looked each other 
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in the face, but without speaking a word. In this 
posture they remained for a minute, while the gleam 
of joy gradually faded from their features, and gave 
way to the most intense expression, first of melan- 
choly, and then of agony, till, throwing themselves 
again into each other's arms, they, to use the lan- 
guage of Scripture, lifted up their voices and wept 
bitterly. 

Even the hard-hearted turnkey, who had spent 
his life in scenes calculated to stifle both conscience 
and feeling, could not witness this scene without 
a touch of human sympathy. It was shown in a 
trifling action, but which had more delicacy in it 
than seemed to belong to Ratclitte's character and 
station. The unglazed window of the miserable 
chamber was open, and the beams of a bright sun 
fell right upon the bed where the sufferers were 
seated. With a gentleness that had something of 
reverence in it, Ratcliffe partly closed the shutter, 
and seemed thus to throw a veil over a scene so 
sorrowful, 

" Ye are ill, Effie," were the first words Jeanie 
could utter ; " ye are very ill." 

" O, what wad I gie to be ten times waur, Jeanie !" 
was the reply " what wad I gie to be cauld dead 
afore the ten o'clock bell the morn ! And our 
father but I am his bairn nae langer now O, I 
liae nae friend left in the warld ! O, that I were 
lying dead at my mother's side, in Newbattle kirk- 
yard r 

" Hout, lassie," said Ratcliffe, willing to show 
the interest which he absolutely felt, " dinna be sac 
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dooms down-hearted as a' that ; there's mony a tod 
hunted that's no killed. Advocate Langtale has 
brought folk through waur snappers than a' this, 
and there's no a cleverer agent than Nichil Novit 
e'er drew a bill of suspension. Hanged or unhanged, 
they are weel aff has sic an agent and counsel ; anc's 
sure o' fair play. Ye are a bonny lass, too, an ye 
wad busk up your cockernonie a bit ; and a bonny 
lass will find favour wi' judge and jury, when they 
would strap up a grewsome carle like me for the 
fifteenth part of a flea's hide and tallow, d n them." 

To this homely strain of consolation the mourn- 
ers returned no answer ; indeed, they were so much 
lost in their own sorrows as to have become insen- 
sible of Ratclift'e's presence. " O Kffie,'' said her 
elder sister, " how could you conceal your situation 
from me ? O woman, had I deserved this at your 
hand ? had ye spoke but ae word sorry we might 
hae been, and shamed we might hae been, but this 
awfu' dispensation had never come ower us." 

" And what glide wad that hae dune ?" answer- 
ed the prisoner. " Na, na, Jeanie, a' was ower when 
ance 1 forgot what I promised when I faulded down 
the leaf of my Bible. See/' she said, producing 
the sacred volume, " the book opens aye at the place 
o' itscll. O see, Jeanie, what a fearfu' scripture !" 

Jeanie took her sister's Bible, and found that the 
fatal mark was made at this impressive text in the 
book of Job : " lie hath stripped me of my glory, 
and taken the crown from my head. He hath de- 
stroyed me on every side, and I am gone. And 
mine hope hath he removed like a tree." 
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" Isna that ower true a doctrine ?" said the pri- 
soner " Isna iny crown, my honour removed? And 
what am I but a poor wasted, wan-thriven tree, dug 
up by the roots, and flung out to waste in the high- 
way, that man and beast may tread it under foot ? 
I thought o* the bonny bit thorn that our father 
rooted out o' the yard last May, when it had a* the 
flush o' blossoms on it ; and then it lay in the court 
till the beasts had trod them a' to pieces wi' their 
feet. I little thought, when I was wae for the bit 
silly green bush and its flowers, that I was to gang 
the same gate mysell." 

" O, if ye had spoken a word," again sobbed 
Jeanie, " if I were free to swear that ye had said 
but ae word of how it stude wi* ye, they couldna 
hae touched your life this day/' 

" Could they na ?" said Effie, with something like 
awakened interest for life is dear even to those 
who feel it as a burden " Wha tauld ye that> 
Jeanie ?" 

" It was ane that kend what he was saying weel 
eneugh," replied Jeanie, who had a natural reluc- 
tance at mentioning even the name of her sister's 
seducer. 

" Wha was it ? I conjure ye to tell me," said 
Effie, seating herself upright. " Wha could tak 
interest in sic a cast-by as I am now ? Was it- 
was it him V 

" Hout," said Ratcliffe, " what signifies keeping 
the poor lassie in a swither ? Fse uphaud it's been 
Robertson that learned ye that doctrine when ye 
saw him at Muschat's Cairn." 
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" Was it him ?" said Effie, catching eagerly at 
his words "was it him, Joanie, indeed? (), I 
see it was him poor lad, and I A\-as thinking his 
heart was as hard as the nether millstane and him 
in sic danger on his ain part poor George !" 

Somewhat indignant at this hurst of tender feel- 
ing towards the author of her misery, Jeariie could 
not help exclaiming " O Effie, how can ye speak 
that gate of sic a man as that ?" 

" We maun forgie our enemies, ye ken," said 
poor Effie, with a timid look and a suhdued voice ; 
for her conscience told her what a different charac- 
ter the feelings with which she still regarded her 
seducer bore, compared with the Christian charity 
under which she attempted to veil it. 

" And ye hae suffered a' this for him, and ye can 
think of loving him still ?" said her sister, in a voice 
betwixt pity and blame. 

" Love him ?" answered Effie " If I hadna loved 
as woman seldom loves, I hadna been within these 
wa's this day ; and trow ye, that love sic as mine 
is lightly forgotten? Na, na ye may hew down 
the tree, but ye canria change its bend And () 
Jeanie, if ye wad do good to me at this moment, 
tell me every word that he said, and whether he 
was sorry for poor Effie or no !" 

" What needs I tell ye ony thing about it," said 
Jeanie. " Ye may be sure he had ower muckle to 
do to save himsell, to speak lang or muckle about 
ony body beside." 

" That's no true, Jeanie, though a saunt had said 
it," replied Effie, with a sparkle of her former live- 
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ly and irritable temper. " But ye dinmi ken, though 
I do, how far he pat his life in venture to save mine." 
And looking at Ratclifle, she checked herself and 
was silent. 

" I fancy," said Ratcliffe, with one of his familiar 
sneers, " the lassie thinks that naebody has een but 
hersell Didna I see when Gentle Geordie was 
seeking to get other folk out of the Tolbooth forby 
Jock Porteous ? but ye are of my mind, hinny 
better sit and rue, than flit and rue Ye needna 
look in my face sae amazed. I ken mair things than 
that, maybe." 

" O my God! my God!" said Effie, springing 
up and throwing herself down on her knees before 
him " D'ye ken where they hae putten my bairn ? 
O my bairn I my bairn ! the poor saekless inno- 
cent new-born wee ane bone of my bone, and 
flesh of my flesh ! O man, if ye wad e'er deserve 
a portion in heaven, or a broken-hearted creature's 
blessing upon earth, tell me where they hae put my 
bairn the sign of my shame, and the partner of 
my suffering ! tell me wha has taen't away, or 
what they hae dune wi't !" 

" Hout tout," said the turnkey, endeavouring to 
extricate himself from the firm grasp with which 
she held him, " that's taking me at my word wi' a 
witness Bairn, quo' she ? How the deil suld I 
ken ony thing of your bairn, huzzy ? Ye maun ask 
that of auld Meg Murdockson, if ye dinna ken ower 
muckle about it yourselL" 

As his answer destroyed the wild and vague 
lioj>fll which had suddenly gleamed upon her, the 
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unhappy prisoner let go her hold of his coat, and 
fell with her face on the pavement of the apartment 
in a strong convulsion fit. 

Jeanie Deans possessed, with her excellently 
clear understanding, the concomitant advantage of 
promptitude of spirit, even in the extremity of dis- 
tress. 

She did not suffer herself to be overcome by her 
own feelings of exquisite sorrow, but instantly ap- 
plied herself to her sister's relief, with the readiest 
remedies which circumstances afforded ; and which, 
to do Ratcliffe justice, he showed himself anxious 
to suggest, and alert in procuring. He had even 
the delicacy to withdraw to the farthest corner of 
the room, so as to render his official attendance 
upon them as little intrusive as possible, when Effie 
was composed enough again to resume her confer- 
ence with her sister. 

The prisoner once more, in the most earnest and 
broken tones, conjured Jeanie to tell her the par- 
ticulars of the conference with Robertson, and 
Jeanie felt it was impossible to refuse her this gra- 
tification. 

" Do ye mind," she said, " Effie, when ye were 
in the fever before we left Woodend, and how angry 
your mother, that's now in a better place, was wi' 
me for gieing ye milk and water to drink, because 
ye grat for it ? Ye were a bairn then, and ye are a 
woman now, and should ken better than ask what 
canna but hurt you But come weal or woe, I 
canna refuse ye ony thing that ye ask me wi' the 
tear in your ee." A 
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Again Effie throw herself into her arms, and 
kissed her cheek and forehead, murmuring, " O, 
if ye kend how lang it is since I heard his name 
mentioned ! if ye but keud how muckle good it 
does me but to ken ony thing o' him, that's like 
goodness or kindness, ye wadna wonder that I wish 
to hear o' him !" 

Jeanie sighed, and commenced her narrative of 
all that had passed betwixt Robertson and her, 
making it as brief as possible. Effie listened in 
breathless anxiety, holding her sister's hand in hers, 
and keeping her eye fixed upon her face, as if de- 
vouring every word she uttered. The interjections 
of u Poor fellow/' " Poor George," which escaped 
in whispers, and betwixt sighs, were the only sounds 
with which she interrupted the story. When it was 
finished she made a long pause. 

" And this was his advice ?" were the first words 
she uttered. 

" Just sic as I hae tell'd ye," replied her sister. 

" And he wanted you to say something to you 
folks, that wad save my young life ?" 

" He wanted/' answered Jeanie, "that I suld be 
mansworn." 

" And you tauld him," said Effie, " that ye wadna 
hear o' coining between me and the death that I 
am to die, and me no aughteen year auld yet ?" 

" I told him," replied Jeanie, who now trembled 
at the turn which her sister's reflections seemed 
about to take, " that I daured na swear to an un- 
truth." 

" And what d'ye ca au untruth ?" said Effie, 
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again showing a touch of her former spirit-?-" Ye 
are muckle to blame, lass, if ye think a mother 
would, or could, murder her ain bairn Murder ? 
I wad hae laid down my life just to see a blink 
o' its eel" 

" I do believe/* said Jeanie, " that ye are as in- 
nocent of sic a purpose as the new-born babe itsell." 

" I am glad ye do me that justice/' said Kffie, 
haughtily ; " it's whiles the faiit of very good folk 
like you, Jeanie, that they think a' the rest of the 
warld are as bad as the warst temptations can make 
them." 

" I dinna deserve this frae ye, Effie," said her 
sister, sobbing, and feeling at once the injustice of 
the reproach, and compassion for the state of mind 
which dictated it. 

" Maybe no, sister," said Effie. " But ye are 
angry because I love Robertson How can I help 
loving him, that loves me better than body and soul 
baith ? Here he put his life in a nifter, to break 
the prison to let me out ; and sure am I, had it stood 
wi' him as it stands wi' you" Here she paused and 
was silent. 

" O, if it stude wi* me to save ye wi' risk of my 
life I" said Jeanie. 

" Ay, lass," said her sister, " that's lightly said, 
but no sae lightly credited, frae ane that winna 
w r are a word for me ; and if it be a wrang word, 
ye'll hae time eneugh to repent oV 

" But that word is a grievous sin, and it's a 
deeper offence when it's a sin wilfully and pre- 
sumptuouslv committed/' 
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" Weel, weel, Jeanie," said Effie, " I mind a 1 
about the sins o' presumption in the questions 
we'll speak nae mair about this matter, and ye may 
save your breath to say your carritch ; and for me, 
I'll soon hae nae breath to waste on ony body." 

" I must needs say," interposed Ratcliffe, " that 
it's d d hard, when three words of your mouth 
would give the girl the chance to nick Moll Blood,* 
that you make such scrupling about rapping-j- to 
them. D n me, if they would take me, if I would 
not rap to all Whatd'yecallum's Hyssop's Fables, 
for her life I am us'd to't, b t me, for less mat- 
ters. Why, I have smacked calf-skinj fifty times in 
England for a keg of brandy." 

" Never speak mair o't," said the prisoner. " It's 
just as weel as it is and gude day, sister ; ye keep 
Mr Ratcliffe waiting on Yell come back and see 

me, I reckon, before" here she stopped, and 

became deadly pale. 

" And are we to part in this way," said Jeanie, 
" and you in sic deadly peril ? O, Effie, look but 
up, and say what ye wad hae me do, and I could 
find in my heart amaist to say that I wad do't." 

" No, Jeanie," replied her sister, after an effort, 
" I am better minded now. At my best, I was 
never half sae gude as ye were, and what for suld 
you begin to mak yoursell waur to save me, now 
that I am no worth saving ? God knows, that in 
my sober mind, I wadna wuss ony living creature 
to do a wrang thing to save my life. I might have 

* The gallows. t Swearing. ^ Kissed the book. 
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fled frae this tolbooth on that awfu' night wi' ane 
wad hae carried me through the warld, and friend- 
ed me, and fended for me. But I said to them, let 
life gang when gude fame is gane before it. But 
this lang imprisonment has broken my spirit, and 
I am whiles sair left to mysell, and then I wad gie 
the Indian mines of gold and diamonds, just for life 
and breath for I think, Jeanie, I have such roving 
fits as I used to hae in the fever ; but, instead of 
the fiery een, and wolves, and Widow Butler's bull- 
seg, that I used to see spieling up on my bed, I am 
thinking now about a high, black gibbet, and me 
standing up, and such seas of faces all looking up 
at poor Effie Deans, and asking if it be her that 
George Robertson used to call the Lily of St Leo- 
nard's. And then they stretch out their faces, and 
make mouths, and girn at me, and which ever way 
I look, I see a face laughing like Meg Murdockson, 
when she tauld me I had seen the last of my wean. 
God preserve us, Jeanie, that carline has a fearsome 
face !" She clapped her hands before her eyes as 
she uttered this exclamation, as if to secure herself 
against seeing the fearful object she had alluded to. 
Jeanie Deans remained with her sister for two 
hours, during which she endeavoured, if possible, 
to extract something from her that might be ser- 
viceable in her exculpation. But she had nothing 
to say beyond what she had declared on her first 
examination, with the purport of which the reader 
will be made acquainted in proper time and place. 
" They wadna believe her," she said, " and she had 
naething niair to tell them/' 
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At length Ratcliffe, though reluctantly, inform- 
ed the sisters that there was a necessity that they 
should part. " Mr Novit," he said, " was to see the 
prisoner, and maybe Mr Langtale too. Langtale 
likes to look at a bonny lass, whether in prison or 
out o' prison/' 

Reluctantly, therefore, and slowly, after many a 
tear, and many an embrace, Jeanie retired from the 
apartment, and heard its jarring bolts turned upon 
the dear being from whom she was separated. 
Somewhat familiarized now even with her rude 
conductor, she offered him a small present in money, 
with a request he would do what he could for her 
sister's accommodation. To her surprise, Ratcliffe 
declined the fee. " I wasna bloody when I was on 
the pad," he said, " and I winna be greedy that 
is, beyond what's right and reasonable now that 
I am in the lock. Keep the siller ; and for civility, 
your sister sail hae sic as I can bestow ; but I hope 
you'll think better on it, and rap an oath for her 
deil a hair ill there is in it, if ye are rapping again 
the crown. I kend a worthy minister, as gude a 
man, bating the deed they deposed him for, as 
ever ye heard claver in a pu'pit, that rapped to a 
hogshead of pigtail tobacco,.just for as muckle as 
filled his spleuchan.* But maybe ye are keeping 
your ain counsel weel, weel, there's rme harm in 
that. As for your sister, 1'se see that she gets her 
meat clean and warm, and I'll try to gar her lie 
down and take a sleep after dinner, for deil a ee 

* Tobacco pouch. 
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shell close the night. I hae glide experience of 
these matters. The first night is aye the warst o't. 
I hae never heard o* ane that sleepit the night afore 
trial, but of mony a ane that sleepit as sound as a 
tap the night before their necks were straughted. 
And it's nae wonder the warst may be tholed 
when it's kend Better a finger aff as aye wagging." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Yet though thou mayst be dragg'd in scorn 

To yonder ignominious tree, 
Thou shalt not want one faithful friend 

To share the cruel fates' decree. 

JEMMY 13 AW. SON. 

AFTER spending the greater part of the morning 
in his devotions, (for his benevolent neighbours had 
kindly insisted upon discharging his task of ordi- 
nary labour,) David Deans entered the apartment 
when the breakfast meal was prepared. His eyes 
were involuntarily cast down, for he was afraid to 
look at Jeanie, uncertain as he was whether she 
might feel herself at liberty, with a good conscience, 
to attend the Court of Justiciary that day, to give 
the evidence which he understood that she possess-* 
ed, in order to her sister's exculpation. At length, 
after a minute of apprehensive hesitation, he look- 
ed at her dress to discover whether it seemed to be 
in her contemplation to go abroad that morning. 
Her apparel was neat and plain, but such as con- 
veyed no exact intimation of her intentions to go 
abroad. She had exchanged her usual garb for 
morning labour, for one something inferior to that 
with which, as her best, she was wont to dress her- 
self for church, or any more rare occasion of going 
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into society. Her sense taught her, that it was 
respectful to be decent in her apparel on such an 
occasion, while her feeling's induced her to lay aside 
the use of the very few and simple personal orna- 
ments, which, on other occasions, she permitted 
herself to wear. So that there occurred nothing* in 
her external appearance which could mark out to 
her father, with any thing like certainty, her inten- 
tions on this occasion. 

The preparations for their humble meal were that 
morning made in vain. The father and daughter 
sat, each Assuming the appearance of eating, when 
the other's eyes were turned to them, and desisting 
from the effort with disgust, when the affectionate 
imposture seemed no longer necessary. 

At length these moments of constraint were re- 
moved. The sound of St Giles's heavy toll announ- 
ced the hour previous to the commencement of the 
trial ; Jeanic arose, and, with a degree of compo- 
sure for which she herself could not account, assu- 
med her plaid, and made her other preparations for 
a distant walking. It was a strange contrast be- 
tween the firmness of her demeanour, and the vacil- 
lation and cruel uncertainty of purpose indicated 
in all her father's motions ; and one unacquainted 
with both could scarcely have supposed that the 
former was, in her ordinary habits of life, a docile, 
quiet, gentle, and even timid country-maiden, while 
her father, with a mind naturally proud and strong, 
and supported by religious opinions, of a stern, 
stoical, and unyielding character, had in his time 
undergone and withstood the most severe hardships, 
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and the most imminent peril, without depression of 
spirit, or subjugation of his constancy. The secret 
of this difference was, that Jeanie's mind had already 
anticipated the line of conduct which she must adopt, 
with all its natural and necessary consequences ; 
while her father, ignorant of every other circum- 
stance, tormented himself with imagining what the 
one sister might say or swear, or what effect her 
testimony might have upon the awful event of the 
trial. 

He watched his daughter, with a faltering and 
indecisive look, until she looked back upon him, 
with a look of unutterable anguish, as she was about 
to leave the apartment. 

" My dear lassie," said he, " I will" His action, 
hastily and confusedly searching for his worsted 
mittans* and staff, showed his purpose of accom- 
panying her, though his tongue failed distinctly to 
announce it. 

" Father," said Jeanie, replying rather to hi-s 
action than his words, " ye had better not." 

" In the strength of my God," answered Deans, 
assuming firmness, " I will go forth." 

And, taking his daughter's arm under his, he 
began to walk from the door with a step so hasty, 
that she was almost unable to keep up with him. 
A trifling circumstance, but which marked the per- 
turbed state of his mind, checked his course. 
" Your bonnet, father ?" said Jeanie, who observed 
he had come out with his grey hairs uncovered. Ho 

* A kind of worsted gloves used by the lower orders. 
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turned back with a slight blush on his cheek, being 
ashamed to have been detected in an omission which 
indicated so much mental confusion, assumed his 
large blue Scottish bonnet, and with a step slower, 
but more composed, as if the circumstance had 
obliged him to summon up his resolution, and col- 
lect his scattered ideas, again placed his daughter's 
arm under his, and resumed the way to Edinburgh. 

The courts of justice were then, and are still 
held in what is called the Parliament Close, or, ac- 
cording to modern phrase, the Parliament Square, 
and occupied the buildings intended for the accom- 
modation of the Scottish Estates. This edifice, 
though in an imperfect and corrupted style of archi- 
tecture, had then a grave, decent, and, as it were, a 
judicial aspect, which was at least entitled to respect 
from its antiquity. For which venerable front, I 
observed, on my last occasional visit to the metro- 
polis, that modern taste had substituted, at great 
apparent expense, a pile so utterly inconsistent with 
every monument of antiquity around, and in itself 
so clumsy at the same time and fantastic, that it 
may be likened to the decorations of Tom Errand 
the porter, in the Trip to the Jubilee, when he ap- 
pears bedizened with the tawdry finery of Beau 
Clincher. Scd transcat cum cccteris erroribus. 

The small quadrangle, or Close, if we may pre- 
sume still to give it that appropriate, though anti- 
quated title, which at Litchfield, Salisbury, and else- 
where, is properly applied to designate the enclo- 
sure adjacent to a cathedral, already evinced tokens 
of the fatal scene which was that day to be acted. 
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The soldiers of the City Guard were on their posts, 
now enduring, and now rudely repelling with the 
buts of their muskets, the motley crew who thrust 
each other forward, to catch a glance at the unfor- 
tunate object of trial, as she should pass from the 
adjacent prison to the Court in which her fate was 
to be determined. All must have occasionally ob- 
served, with disgust, the apathy with which the vul- 
gar gaze on scenes of this nature, and how seldom, 
unless when their sympathies are called forth by 
some striking and extraordinary circumstance, the 
crowd evince any interest deeper than that of cal- 
lous, unthinking bustle, and brutal curiosity. They 
laugh, jest, quarrel, and push each other to and fro, 
with the same unfeeling indifference as if they were 
assembled for some holiday sport, or to see an idle 
procession. Occasionally, however, this demeanour, 
so natural to the degraded populace of a large town, 
is exchanged for a temporary touch of human 
affections ; and so it chanced on the present occa- 
sion. 

When Deans and his daughter presented them- 
selves in the Close, and endeavoured to make their 
way forward to the door of the Court-house, they 
became involved in the mob, and subject, of course, 
to their insolence. As Deans repelled with some 
force the rude pushes which he received on all 
sides, his figure and antiquated dress caught the 
attention of the rabble, who often show an intuitive 
sharpness in ascribing the proper character from 
external appearance. 
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" Ye're welcome, whigs, 
Frae Bothwell briggs," 

sung 1 one fellow (for the mob of Edinburgh were 
at that time jacobitically disposed, probably because 
that was the line of sentiment most diametrically 
opposite to existing authority.) 

" Mess David Williamson, 
Chosen of twenty, 
Ran up the pu'pit stair, 
And sang Killiecrankie," 

chanted a siren, whose profession might be guess- 
ed by her appearance. A tattered cadie, or errand 
porter, whom David Deans had jostled in his at- 
tempt to extricate himself from the vicinity of these 
scorners, exclaimed in a strong north-country tone, 
" Ta deil ding out her Cameronian een -what gies 
her titles to dunch gentlemans about?" 

" Make room for the ruling elder," said yet 
another ; " he comes to see a precious sister glorify 
God in the Grassmarket I" 

" Whisht ; shame's in ye, sirs," said the voice of 
a man very loudly, which, as quickly sinking, said 
in a low, but distinct tone, " It's her father and 
sister." 

All fell back to make way for the sufferers ; and 
all, even the very rudest and most profligate, were 
struck with shame and silence. In the space thus 
abandoned to them by the mob, Deans stood, hold- 
ing his daughter by the hand, and said to her, with 
a countenance strongly and sternly expressive x>f 
his internal emotion, " Ye hear with your ears, and 
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ye see with your eyes, where and to whom the 
backslidings and defections of professors are ascri- 
bed by the scoffers. Not to themselves alone, but 
to the kirk of which they are members, and to its 
blessed and invisible Head. Then, weel may we 
take wi' patience our share and portion of this out- 
spreading 1 reproach." 

The man who had spoken, no other than our old 
friend Dumbiedikes, whose mouth, like that of the 
prophet's ass, had been opened by the emergency 
of the case, now joined them, and, with his usual 
taciturnity, escorted them into the Court-house. 
No opposition was offered to their entrance, either 
by the guards or door-keepers ; and it is even said, 
that one of the latter refused a shilling of civility- 
money, tendered him by the Laird of Dumbiedikes, 
who was of opinion that " siller wad rnak a' easy," 
But this last incident wants confirmation. 

Admitted within the precincts of the Court-house, 
they found the usual number of busy office-bearers, 
and idle loiterers, who attend on these scenes by 
choice, or from duty. Burghers gaped and stared ; 
young lawyers sauntered, sneered, and laughed, as 
in the pit of the theatre; while others apart sat on 
a bench retired, and reasoned highly, infer apices 
juris, on the doctrines of constructive crime, and the 
true import of the statute. The bench was pre- 
pared for the arrival of the judges: The jurors 
were in attendance. The crown-counsel, employed 
in looking over their briefs and notes of evidence, 
looked grave, and whispered with each other. They 
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occupied one side of a large table placed beneath 
the bench ; on the other sat the advocates, whom 
the humanity of the Scottish law (in this particular 
more liberal than that of the sister country) not 
only permits, but enjoins, to appear and assist with 
their advice and skill all persons under trial. Mr 
Nichil Novit was seen actively instructing the 
counsel for the panel, (so the prisoner is called in 
Scottish law-phraseology,) busy, bustling, and im- 
portant. When they entered the Court-room, 
Deans asked the Laird, in a tremulous whisper, 
Where will she sit?" 

Dumbiedikes whispered Novit, who pointed to 
a vacant space at the bar, fronting the judges, and 
was about to conduct Deans towards it. 

" No I" he said ; " I cannot sit by her I can- 
not own her not as yet, at least I will keep out 
of her sight, and turn mine own eyes elsewhere- 
better for us baith." 

Saddletree, whose repeated interference with the 
counsel had procured him one or two rebuffs, and 
a special request that he would concern himself 
with his own matters, now saw with pleasure an 
opportunity of playing the person of importance. 
He bustled up to the poor old man, and proceeded 
to exhibit his consequence, by securing, through 
his interest with the bar-keepers and macers, a seat 
for Deans, in a situation where he was hidden from 
the general eye by the projecting corner of the 
bench. 

" It's glide to have a friend at court," he said, 
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continuing his heartless harangues to the passive 
auditor, who neither heard nor replied to them ; 
" few folk but mysell could hae sorted ye out a seat 
like this the Lords will be here incontinent, and 
proceed instanter to trial. They wunna fence the 
court as they do at the Circuit The High Court 
of Justiciary is aye fenced. But, Lord's sake,what's 
this o't ? Jeanie, ye are a cited witness Macer, 
this lass is a witness she maun be enclosed she 
maun on nae account be at large. Mr Novit, suldnu 
Jeanie Deans be enclosed ?" 

Novit answered in the affirmative, and offered to 
conduct Jeanie to the apartment, where, according 
to the scrupulous practice of the Scottish Court, 
the witnesses remain in readiness to be called into 
court to give evidence ; and separated, at the same 
time, from all who might influence their testimony, 
or give them information concerning that which 
was passing upon the trial. 

" Is this necessary?" said Jeanie, still reluctant 
to quit her father's hand. 

" A matter of absolute needcessity," said Saddle- 
tree ; " wha ever heard of witnesses no being en- 
closed ?." 

" It is really a matter of necessity," said the 
younger counsellor, retained for her sister ; and 
Jeanie reluctantly followed the macer of the court 
to the place appointed. 

" This, Mr Deans," said Saddletree, " is ca'd 
sequestering a witness ; but it's clean different 
(whilk maybe ye wadna fund out o* yoursell) frae 
sequestering ane's estate or effects, as in cases of 
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bankruptcy. I hae aften been sequestered as a wit- 
ness, for the Sheriff is in the use whiles to cry me 
in to witness the declarations at preconditions, and 
so is Mr Sharpitlaw ; but I was ne'er like to be se- 
questered o' land and glides but ance, and that was 
lang syne, afore I was married. But whisht, whisht! 
here's the Court coming 1 ." 

As he spoke, the five Lords of Justiciary, in their 
long 1 robes of scarlet, faced with white, and pre- 
ceded by their mace-bearer, entered with the usual 
formalities, and took their places upon the bench 
of judgment. 

The audience rose to receive them ; and the bustle 
occasioned by their entrance was hardly composed, 
when a groat noise and confusion of persons strug- 
gling', and forcibly endeavouring to enter at the 
doors of the Court-room and of the galleries, an- 
nounced that the prisoner was about to be placed 
at the bar. This tumult takes place when the doors, 
at first only opened to those either having right 
to be present, or to the better and more qualified 
ranks, are at length laid open to all whose curiosity 
induces them to be present on the occasion. With 
inflamed countenances and dishevelled dresses, 
struggling with, and sometimes tumbling over each 
other, in rushed the rude multitude, while a few 
soldiers, forming, as it were, the centre of the tide* 
could scarce, with all their efforts, clear a passage 
for the prisoner to the place which she was to oc- 
cupy. By the authority of the Court, and the exer- 
tions of its officers, the tumult among the specta- 
tors was at length appeased, and the unhappy girl 
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brought forward, and placed betwixt two sentinels 
with drawn bayonets, as a prisoner at the bar, where 
she was to abide her deliverance for good or evil, 
according to the issue of her trial. 
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CHAPTER VI If. 

We have strict statutes, arid most biting laws 
The needful bits, and curbs for headstrong steeds 
Which, for these fourteen years, \ve have let sleep, 
J/ike to an o'ergrown lion in a cave, 
That goes not out to prey. 

Measure for Measure* 



DEANS," said the presiding Judge, 
in an accent in which pity was blended with dig- 
nity, " stand up, and listen to the criminal indict- 
ment now to be preferred against you." 

The unhappy girl, who had been stupified by the 
confusion through which the guards had forced a 
passage, cast a bewildered look on the multitude 
of faces around her, which seemed to tapestry, as it 
were, the walls, in one broad slope from the ceiling 
to tht* floor, with human countenances, and instinct- 
ively obeyed a command, which rung in her ears 
like the trumpet of the judgment-day. 

" Put back your hair, Effie," said one of the 
macers. For her beautiful and abundant tresses 
of' long fair hair, which, according to the costume 
of the country, unmarried women were not allow- 
ed to cover with any sort of cap, and which, alas ! 
Effie dared no longer confine with the snood or 
ribband, which implied purity of maiden-fame, now 
hung unbound and dishevelled over her face, and 
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almost concealed her features. On receiving this 
hint from the attendant, the unfortunate young 
woman, with a hasty, trembling, and apparently 
mechanical compliance, shaded back from her face 
her luxuriant locks, and showed to the whole court, 
excepting one individual, a countenance, which, 
though pale and emaciated, was so lovely amid its 
agony, that it called forth an universal murmur of 
compassion and sympathy. Apparently the ex- 
pressive sound of human feeling recalled the poor 
girl from the stupor of fear, which predominated 
at first over every other sensation, and awakened 
her to the no less painful sense of shame and ex- 
posure attached to her present situation. Her eye, 
which had at first glanced wildly around, was turn- 
ed on the ground ; her cheek, at first so deadly 
pale, began gradually to be overspread with a faint 
blush, which increased so fast, that, when in agony 
of shame she strove to conceal her face, her temples, 
her brow, her neck, and all that her slender fingers 
and small palms could not cover, became of the 
deepest crimson. 

All marked and were moved by these changes, 
excepting one. It was old Deans, who, motionless 
in his seat, and concealed, as we have said, by the 
corner of the bench, from seeing or being seen, did 
nevertheless keep his eyes firmly fixed on the 
ground, as if determined that, by no possibility 
whatever, would he be an ocular witness of the 
shame of his house. 

" Ichabod 1" he said to himself " Ichabodl my 
glory is departed !" 
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While these reflections were passing through 
his mind, the indictment, which set forth in tech- 
nical form the crime of which the panel stood ac- 
cused, was read as usual, and the prisoner was ask- 
ed if she was Guilty, or Not Guilty. 

" Not guilty of ipy poor bairn's death/' said 
Effie Deans, in an accent corresponding in plain- 
tive softness of tone to the beauty of her features, 
and which was not heard by the audience without 
emotion. 

The presiding Judge next directed the counsel to 
plead to the relevancy ; that is, to state on either 
part the arguments in point of law, and evidence 
in point of fact, against and in favour of the crimi- 
nal ; after which it is the form of the Court to pro- 
nounce a preliminary judgment, sending the cause 
to the cognizance of the jury or assize. 

The counsel for the crown briefly stated the fre- 
quency of the crime of infanticide, which had given 
rise to the special statute under which the panel 
stood indicted. He mentioned the various in- 
stances, many of them marked with circumstances 
of atrocity, which had at length induced the King's 
Advocate, though with great reluctance, to make 
the experiment, whether by strictly enforcing the 
Act of Parliament which had been made to prevent 
such enormities, their occurrence might be prevent- 
ed. " He expected," he said, " to be able to esta- 
blish by witnesses, as well as by the declaration of 
the panel herself, that she was in the state de- 
scribed by the statute. According to his informa- 
tion, the panel had communicated her pregnancy 
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to no one, nor did she allege in her own declara- 
tion that she had done so. Tins secrecy was the 
first requisite in support of the indictment. The 
same declaration admitted, that she had borne a 
male child, in circumstances which gave but too 
much reason to believe it had died by the hands, 
or at least with the knowledge or consent, of the 
unhappy mother. It was not, however, necessary 
for him to bring* positive proof that the panel was 
accessory to the murder, nay, nor even to prove 
that the child was murdered at all. It was suffi- 
cient to support the indictment, that it could not 
be found. According to the stern, but necessary 
severity of this statute, she who should conceal her 
pregnancy, who should omit to call that assistance 
which is most necessary on such occasions, was 
held already to have meditated the death of her 
offspring, as an event most likely to be the conse- 
quence of her culpable and cruel concealment. And 
if, under such circumstances, she could not alter- 
natively show by proof that the infant had died a 
natural death, or produce it still in life, she must, 
under the construction of the law, be held to have 
murdered it, and suffer death accordingly." 

The counsel for the prisoner, Mr Fairbrother, 
a man of considerable fame in his profession, did 
not pretend directly to combat the arguments of the 
King's Advocate. He began by lamenting that his 
senior at the bar, Mr Langtale, had been suddenly 
called to the county of which he was Sheriff, and 
that he had been applied to, on short warning, to 
give the panel his assistance in this interesting 
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case. He had had little time, he said, to make up 
for his inferiority to his learned brother by long 
and minute research ; and he was afraid he might 
give a specimen of his incapacity, by being com- 
pelled to admit the accuracy of the indictment un- 
der the statute. " It was enough for their Lord- 
ships," he observed, " to know, that such was the 
law, and he admitted the Advocate had a right to 
call for the usual interlocutor of relevancy." But 
he stated, " that when he came to establish his case 
by proof, he trusted to make out circumstances 
which would satisfactorily elide the charge in the 
libel. His client's story was a short, but most me- 
lancholy one. She was bred up in the strictest 
tenets of religion and virtue, the daughter of a wor- 
thy and conscientious person, who, in evil times, 
had established a character for courage and reli- 
gion, by becoming a sufferer for conscience* sake." 

David Deans gave a convulsive start at hearing 
himself thus mentioned, and then resumed the 
situation, in which, with his face stooped against his 
hands, and both resting against the corner of the 
elevated bench on which the Judges sate, he had 
hitherto listened to the procedure in the trial. The 
whig lawyers seemed to be interested ; the tories 
put up their lip. 

" Whatever may be our difference of opinion," 
resumed the lawyer, whose business it was to carry 
his whole audience with him if possible, " concern- 
ing the peculiar tenets of these people," (here Deans 
groaned deeply,) " it is impossible to deny them 
the praise of sound, and even rigid morals, or the 
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merit of training up their children in the fear of 
God ; and yet it was the daughter of such a person 
whom a jury would shortly be called upon, in the 
absence of evidence, and upon mere presumptions, 
to convict of a crime, more properly belonging to 
an heathen, or a savage, than to a Christian and 
civilized country. It was true," he admitted, " that 
the excellent nurture and early instruction which 
the poor girl had received, had not been sufficient 
to preserve her from guilt and error. She had 
fallen a sacrifice to an inconsiderate affection for a 
young man of prepossessing manners, as he had been 
informed, but of a very dangerous and desperate 
character. She was seduced under promise of 
marriage a promise, which the fellow might have, 
perhaps, done her justice by keeping, had he not 
at that time been called upon by the law to atone 
for a crime, violent and desperate in itself, but 
which became the preface to another eventful his- 
tory, every step of which was marked by blood and 
guilt, and the final termination of which had not 
even yet arrived. lie believed that no one would 
hear him without surprise, when he stated that the 
father of this infant now amissing, and said by the 
learned Advocate to have been murdered, was no 
other than the notorious George Robertson, the 
accomplice of Wilson, the hero of the memorable 
escape from the Tol booth Church, and, as no one 
knew better than his learned friend the Advocate, 
the principal actor in the Porteous conspiracy." 
" I am sorry to interrupt a counsel in such a 
case as the present/' said the presiding Judge ; " but 
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I must remind the learned gentleman, tliat lie is 
travelling" out of the case before us." 

The counsel bowed, and resumed. " He only 
judged it necessary," he said, " to mention the name 
and situation of Robertson, because the circum- 
stance in which that character was placed, went a 
great way in accounting for the silence on which 
his Majesty's counsel had laid so much weight, as 
affording proof that his client proposed to allow no 
fair play for its life, to the helpless being whom she 
was about to bring into the world. She had not 
announced to her friends that she had been seduced 
from the path of honour and why had she not done 
so ? Because she expected daily to be restored to 
character, by her seducer doing her that justice 
which she knew to be in his power, and believed 
to be in his inclination. Was it natural was it 
reasonable was it fair, to expect that she should, 
in the interim, become felo de se of her own charac- 
ter, and proclaim her frailty to the world, when she 
had every reason to expect, that, by concealing it 
for a season, it might be veiled for ever ? Was it 
not, on the contrary, pardonable, that, in such an 
emergency, a young woman, in such a situation, 
should be found far from disposed to make a con- 
fidant of every prying gossip, who, with sharp eyes, 
and eager ears, pressed upon her for an explanation 
of suspicious circumstances, which females in the 
lower he might say which females of all ranks are 
so alert in noticing, that they sometimes discover 
them where they do not exist ? Was it strange, or 
was it criminal, that she should have repelled their 
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inquisitive impertinence, with petulant denials ? The 
sense and feeling of all who heard him would an- 
swer directly in the negative. But although his 
client had thus remained silent towards those to 
whom she was not called upon to communicate her 
situation, to whom," said the learned gentleman, 
" I will add, it would have been unadvised and 
improper in her to have done so ; yet, I trust, I shall 
remove this case most triumphantly from under the 
statute, and obtain the unfortunate young woman 
an honourable dismission from your Lordships' bar, 
by showing that she did, in due time and place, and 
to a person most fit for such confidence, mention 
the calamitous circumstances in which she found 
herself. This occurred after Robertson's conviction, 
and when he was lying in prison in expectation of 
the fate which his comrade Wilson afterwards suf- 
fered, and from which he himself so strangely esca- 
ped. It was then, when all hopes of having her 
honour repaired by wedlock vanished from her eyes, 
when an union with one in Robertson's situation, 
if still practicable, might, perhaps, have been regard- 
ed rather as an addition to her disgrace, it was 
then, that I trust to be able to prove that the pri- 
soner communicated and consulted with her sister, 
a young woman several years older than herself, 
the daughter of her father, if I mistake not, by a 
former marriage, upon the perils and distress of her 
unhappy situation." 

" If, indeed, you are able to instruct that point, 
Mr Fairbrother," said the presiding Judge 

" If I am indeed able to instruct that point, my 
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Lord/' resumed Mr Fairbrother, " I trust not only 
to serve my client, but to relieve your Lordships 
from that which I know you feel the most painful 
duty of your high office ; and to give all who now 
hear me the exquisite pleasure of beholding a crea- 
ture so young, so ingenuous, and so beautiful, as 
she that is now at the bar of your Lordships' Court, 
dismissed from thence in safety and in honour/' 

This address seemed to affect many of the audi- 
ence, and was followed by a slight murmur of ap- 
plause. Deans, as he heard his daughter's beauty 
and innocent appearance appealed to, was involun- 
tarily about to turn his eyes towards her ; but, re- 
collecting himself, he bent them again on the ground 
with stubborn resolution. 

" Will not my learned brother, on the other side 
of the bar," continued the advocate, after a short 
pause, " share in this general joy, since I know, 
while he discharges his duty in bringing an accused 
person here, no one rejoices more in their being 
freely and honourably sent hence ? My learned 
brother shakes his head doubtfully, and lays his 
hand on the panel's: declaration. I understand him 
perfectly heVould insinuate that the facts now 
stated to your Lordships are inconsistent with the 
confession of Euphemia Deans herself. I need not 
remind your Lordshjps, that her present defence is 
no whit to be narrowed within the bounds of her 
former confession ; and that it is riot by any account 
which she may formerly have given of herself, but 
by what is now to be proved for or against her, that 
she must ultimately stand or fall. I am not under 
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the necessity of accounting* for her choosing to drop 
out of her declaration the circumstanc.es of her con- 
fession to her sister. S!ie might not be aware of 
its importance ; she might be afraid of implicating 
her sister ; she might even have forgotten the cir- 
cumstance entirely, in the terror and distress of 
mind incidental to the arrest of so young a creature 
on a charge so heinous. Any of these reasons are 
sufficient to account for her having 1 suppressed the 
truth in this instance, at whatever risk to herself; 
and I incline most to her erroneous fear of crimi- 
nating her sister, because I observe she has had a 
similar tenderness towards her lover, (however un- 
deserved on his part,) and has never once mention- 
ed Robertson's name from beginning to end of her 
declaration. 

" But, my Lords/* continued Fairbrother, " I 
am aware the King's Advocate Avill expect me to 
show, that the proof I offer is consistent with other 
circumstances of the case, which 1 do not and can- 
not deny. He will demand of me how Effie Deans's 
confession to her sister, previous to her delivery, is 
reconcilable with the mystery of the birth, with 
the disappearance, perhaps the murder (for I will 
not deny a possibility which I cannot disprove) of 
the infant. My Lords, the explanation of this is to 
be found in the placability, perchance, I may say, 
in the facility and pliability, of the female sex. The 
dulcis Amaryllidis ^'/YE, as your Lordships well 
know, are easily appeased ; nor is it possible to con- 
ceive a woman so atrociously offended by the man 
whom she has loved, but what she will retain a 
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fund of forgiveness, upon which his penitence, whe- 
ther real or affected, may draw largely, with a cer- 
tainty that his biHs will be answered. We can 
prove, by a letter produced in evidence, that this 
villain Robertson, from the bottom of the dungeon 
whence he already probably meditated the escape, 
which he afterwards accomplished by the assistance 
of his comrade, contrived to exercise authority over 
the mind, and to direct the motions, of this unhap- 
py girl. It was in compliance with his injunctions, 
expressed in that letter, that the panel was pre- 
vailed upon to alter the line of conduct which her 
own better thoughts had suggested ; and, instead of 
resorting, when her time of travail approached, to 
the protection of her own family, was induced to 
confide herself to the charge of some vile agent of 
this nefarious seducer, and by her conducted to 
one of those solitary and secret purlieus of villainy, 
which, to the shame of our police, still are suffered 
to exist in the suburbs of this city, where, with the 
assistance, and under the charge, of a person of 
her own sex, she bore a male-child, under circum- 
stances which added treble bitterness to the woe de- 
nounced against our original mother. What pur- 
pose Robertson had in all this, it is hard to tell or 
even to guess. He may have meant to marry the 
girl, for her father is a man of substance. But, for 
the termination of the story, and the conduct of 
the woman whom he had placed about the person 
of Euphernia Deans, it is still more difficult to ac- 
count. The unfortunate young woman was visited 
by the fever incidental to her situation. In this 
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fever she appears to have been deceived by the 
person that waited on her, arid, on recovering her 
senses, she found that she was childless in that abode 
of misery. Her infant had been carried off, perhaps 
for the worst purposes, by the wretch that waited 
on her. It may have been murdered for what I 
can tell." 

He was here interrupted by a piercing shriek, 
uttered by the unfortunate prisoner. She was with 
difficulty brought to compose herself. Her counsel 
availed himself of the tragical interruption, to close 
his pleading with effect. 

" My Lords/' said he, " in that piteous cry you 
heard the eloquence of maternal affection, far sur- 
passing the force of my poor words Rachel weep- 
ing for her children ! Nature herself bears testi- 
mony in favour of the tenderness and acuteness of 
the prisoner's parental feelings. I will not disho- 
nour her plea by adding a word more/' 

" Heard ye ever the like o' that, Laird ?" said 
Saddletree to Dumbiedikes, when the Counsel had 
ended his speech. " There's a chield can spin a 
muckle pirn out of a wee tait of tow ! Deil haet 
he kens mair about it than what's in the declaration, 
and a surmise that Jeanie Deans suld hae been able 
to say something about her sister's situation, whilk 
surmise, Mr Crossmyloof says, rests on sma' autho- 
rity. And he's cleckit this great muckle bird out 
o' this wee egg ! He could wile the very flounders 
out o' the Firth. What garr'd my father no send 
me to Utrecht ? But whisht, the Court is gaun to 
pronounce the interlocutor of relevancy." 
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Arid accordingly the Judges, after a few words, 
recorded their judgment, which bore, that the in- 
dictment, if proved, was relevant to infer the pains 
of law : And that the defence, that the panel had 
communicated her situation to her sister, was a re- 
levant defence : And, finally, appointed the said 
indictment and defence to be submitted to the judg- 
ment of an assize. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Most righteous judj;e ! a sentence. Come, prepare. 

Merchant of I'enicc. 

IT is by no means my intention to describe mi- 
nutely the forms of a Scottish criminal trial, nor 
am I sure that I could draw up an account so in- 
telligible and accurate as to abide the criticism of 
the gentlemen of the long robe. It is enough to 
say that the jury was impanelled, and the case pro- 
ceeded. The prisoner was again required to plead 
to the charge, and she again replied, " Not Guilty/' 
in the same heart-thrilling tone as before. 

The crown counsel then called two or three fe- 
male witnesses, by whose testimony it was esta- 
blished, that Effie's situation had been remarked by 
them, that they had taxed her with the fact, and 
that her answers had amounted to an angry and 
petulant denial of what they charged her with. But, 
as very frequently happens, the declaration of the 
panel or accused party herself was the evidence 
which bore hardest upon her case. 

In the event of these Tales ever finding their way 
across the Border, it may be proper to apprise the 
southern reader that it is the practice in Scotland, 
on apprehending a suspected person, to subject him 
to a judicial examination before a magistrate. He 
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is not compelled to answer any of the questions 
asked of him, but may remain silent if he sees it his 
interest to do so. But whatever answers he chooses 
to give are formally written down, and being" sub- 
scribed by himself and the magistrate, are produced 
against the accused in case of his being brought to 
trial. It is true, that these declarations are not pro- 
duced as being in themselves evidence properly so 
called, but only as adminicles of testimony, tending 
to corroborate what is considered as legal and pro- 
per evidence. Notwithstanding this nice distinc- 
tion, however, introduced by lawyers to reconcile 
this procedure to their own general rule, that a man 
cannot be required to bear witness against himself, 
it nevertheless usually happens that these declara- 
tions become the means of condemning the accused, 
as it were, out of their own mouths. The prisoner, 
upon these previous examinations, has indeed the 
privilege of remaining silent if lie pleases ; but 
every man necessarily feels that a refusal to answer 
natural and pertinent interrogatories, put by judi- 
cial authority, is in itself a strong proof of guilt, 
and will certainly lead to his being committed to 
prison ; and few can renounce the hope of obtain- 
ing liberty, by giving some specious account of 
themselves, and showing apparent frankness in ex- 
plaining their motives and accounting for their con- 
duct. It, therefore, seldom happens that the prison- 
er refuses to give a judicial declaration, in which, 
nevertheless, either by letting out too much of the 
truth, or by endeavouring to substitute a fictitious 
story, he almost always exposes himself to suspi- 
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eion and to contradictious, which weigh heavily in 
the minds of the jury. 

The declaration of Effie Deans was uttered on 
other principles, arid the following is a sketch of 
its contents, given in the judicial form, in which 
they may still be found in the Books of Adjournal. 

The declarant admitted a criminal intrigue with 
an individual whose name she desired to conceal. 
" Being interrogated, what her reason was for se- 
crecy on this point ? She declared, that she had no 
right to blame that person's conduct more than 
she did her own, and that she was willing to con- 
fess her own faults, but not to say any thing which 
might criminate the absent. Interrogated, if she 
confessed her situation to any one, or made any 
preparation for her confinement ? Declares, she 
did not. And being interrogated, why she forbore 
to take steps which her situation so peremptorily 
required ? Declares, she was ashamed to tell her 
friends, and she trusted the person she has men- 
tioned would provide for her and the infant. In- 
terrog^d, if he did so ? Declares, that he did not 
do so personally ; but that it was not his fault, for 
that the declarant is convinced he would have laid 
down his life sooner than the bairn or she had come 
to harm. Interrogated, what prevented him from 
keeping his promise ? Declares, that it was im- 
possible for him to do so, he being under trouble 
at the time, and declines farther answer to this 
question. Interrogated, where she was from the 
period she left her master, Mr Saddletree's family, 
until her appearance at her father's, at St Leonard's, 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 141 

the day before she was apprehended ? Declares, she 
does not remember. And, on the interrogatory 
being repeated, declares, she does not mind rnuckle 
about it, for she was very ill. On the question being 
again repeated, she declares, she will tell the truth, 
if it should be the undoing of her, so long as she is 
not asked to tell on other folk ; and admits, that 
she passed that interval of time in the lodging of a 
woman, an acquaintance of that person who had 
wished her to that place to be delivered, and that 
she was there delivered accordingly of a male child. 
Interrogated, what was the name of that person ? 
Declares and refuses to answer this question. In- 
terrogated, where she lives ? Declares, she has no 
certainty, for that she was taken to the lodging 
aforesaid under cloud of night. Interrogated, if the 
lodging was in the city or suburbs ? Declares and 
refuses to answer that question. Interrogated, 
whether, when she left the house of Mr Saddletree, 
she went up or down the street ? Declares and re- 
fuses to answer the question. Interrogated, whether 
she had ever seen the woman before she was wish- 
ed to her, as she termed it, by the person whose 
name she refuses to answer ? Declares and replies, 
not to her knowledge. Interrogated, whether this 
woman was introduced to her by the said person 
verbally, or by word of mouth ? Declares, she has 
no freedom to answer this question. Interrogated, 
if the child was alive when it was born ? De- 
clares, that God help her and it I it certainly 
was alive. Interrogated, if it died a natural death 
after birth ? Declares, not to her knowledge. In- 
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terrogated, where it now is ? Declares, she would 
give her right hand to ken, but that she never hopes 
to see inair than the banes of it. And being in- 
terrogated, why she supposes it is now dead? the 
declarant wept bitterly, and made no answer. In- 
terrogated, if the woman, in whose lodging shg 
was, seemed to be a fit person to be with her in 
that situation ? Declares, she might be fit enough 
for skill, but that she was an hard-hearted bad wo- 
man. Interrogated, if there was any other person 
in the lodging excepting themselves two ? De- 
clares, that she thinks there was another woman ; 
but her head was so carried with pain of body and 
trouble of mind, that she minded her very little. 
Interrogated, when the child was taken away from 
her ? Declared, that she fell in a fever, and was 
light-headed, and when she came to her own mind, 
the woman told her the bairn was dead ; and that 
the declarant answered, if it was dead it had had 
foul play. That, thereupon, the woman was very 
sair on her, and gave her much ill-language ; and 
that the deponent was frightened, and crawled out 
of the house when her back was turned, and went 
home to Saint Leonard's Crags, as well as a woman 
in her condition dought.* Interrogated, why she 
did not tell her story to her sister and father, and 
get force to search the house for her child, dead or 
alive ? Declares, it was her purpose to do so, but 
she had not time. Interrogated, why she now con- 
ceals the name of the woman, and the place of her 

* {. e. wns able to do. 
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abode ? The declarant remained silent for a time, 
and then said, that to do so could not repair the 
skaith that was done, but might be the occasion of 
more. Interrogated, whether she had herself, at 
any time, had any purpose of putting away the 
child by violence ? Declares, never ; so might God 
be merciful to her -and then again declares, never, 
when she was in her perfect senses ; but what bad 
thoughts the Knemy might put into her brain when 
she was out of herself, she cannot answer. And 
again solemnly interrogated, declares, that she 
would have been drawn with wild horses, rather 
than have touched the bairn with an unmotherly 
hand. Interrogated, declares, that among the ill- 
language the woman gave her, she did say sure 
enough that the declarant had hurt the bairn when 
she was in the brain-fever ; but that the declarant 
does not believe that she said this from any other 
cause than to frighten her, and make her be silent. 
Interrogated, what else the woman said to her ? 
Declares, that when the declarant cried loud for her 
bairn, and was like to raise the neighbours, the 
woman threatened her, that they that could stop 
the wean's skirling would stop hers, if she did not 
keep a' the lounder.* And that this threat, with 
the manner of the woman, made the declarant con- 
clude, that the bairn's life was gone, and her own 
in danger, for that the woman was a desperate bad 
woman, as the declarant judged, from the language 
she used. Interrogated, declares, that the fever and 

* / . e. the quieter. 
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delirium were brought on her by hearing bad news, 
suddenly told to her, but refuses to say what the 
said news related to. Interrogated, why she does 
not now communicate these particulars, which 
might, perhaps, enable the magistrate to ascertain 
whether the child is living or dead ; and requested 
to observe, that her refusing to do so exposes her 
own life, and leaves the child in bad hands ; as also, 
that her present refusal to answer on such points, 
is inconsistent with her alleged intention to make 
a clean breast to her sister ? Declares, that she 
kens the bairn is now dead, or, if living, there is 
one that will look after it ; that for her own living 
or dying, she is in God's hands, who knows her 
innocence of harming her bairn with her will or 
knowledge ; and that she has altered her resolution 
of speaking out, which she entertained when she 
left the woman's lodging, on account of a matter 
which she has since learned. And declares, in ge- 
neral, that she is wearied, and will answer no more 
questions at this time." 

Upon a subsequent examination, Euphemia Deans 
adhered to the declaration she had formerly made, 
with this addition, that a paper found in her trunk 
being shown to her, she admitted that it contained 
the credentials, in consequence of which she resign- 
ed herself to the conduct of the woman at whose 

fSj , 

lodgings she was delivered of the child. Its tenor 
ran thus : 

" DEAREST EFFIE, 
" I have gott^in the means to send to you by a 
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woman who Is well qualified to assist you in your 
approaching streight ; she is not what I could wish 
her, but I cannot do better for you in my present 
condition. I am obliged to trust to her in this pre- 
sent calamity, for myself and you too. I hope for 
the best, though I am now in a sore pinch ; yet 
thought is free I think Handle Dandte and I may 
queer the stifler* for all that is corne and gone. 
You will be angry for me writing this, to my little 
Cameronian Lily ; but if I can but live to be a com- 
fort to you, and a father to your babie, you will 
have plenty of time to scold. Once more let none 
know your counsel my life depends on this hag, 
d n her she is both deep and dangerous, but she 
has more wiles ana wit than ever were in a beldam's 
head, and has cause to be true to me. Farewell, 
my Lily Do not droop on my account in a week 
I will be yours, or no more my own." 

Then followed a postscript. " If they must trus^ 
me, I will repent of nothing so much, even at the 
last hard pinch, as of the injury I have done my 
Lily." 

Effie refused to say from whom she had received 
this letter, but enough of the story was now known, 
to ascertain that it came from Robertson ; and from 
the date, it appeared to have been written about the 
time when Andrew Wilson (called for a nickname 
Handie Dandie) and he were meditating their first 

* Avoid the gallows, 
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abortive attempt to escape, which miscarried in the 
manner mentioned in the beginning of this history. 

The evidence of the Crown being concluded, the 
counsel for the prisoner began to lead a proof in 
her defence. The first witnesses were examined 
upon the girl's character. All gave her an excel- 
lent one, but none with more feeling than worthy 
Mrs Saddletree, who, with the tears on her cheeks, 
declared, that she could not have had a higher 
opinion of Effie Deans, nor a more sincere regard 
for her, if she had been her own daughter. All 
present gave the honest woman credit for her good- 
ness of heart, excepting her husband, who whisper- 
ed to Dumbiedikes, " That Nichil Novit of yours 
is but a raw hand at leading evidence, I'm thinking. 
What signified his bringing a woman here to snotter 
and snivel, and bather their Lordships ? He should 
hae ceeted me, sir, and I should hae gien them sic 
a screed o' testimony, they shouldna hae touched a 
hair o* her head.** 

" Hadna ye better get up and try't yet ?" said 
the Laird. " I'll mak a sign to Novit." 

" Na, ria," said Saddletree, " thank ye for nae- 
thing, neighbour that would be ultroneous evi- 
dence, and I ken what belangs to that ; but Nichil 
Novit suld hae had me ceeted debito tempore" And 
wiping his mouth with his silk handkerchief with 
great importance, he resumed the port and manner 
of an edified and intelligent auditor. 

Mr Fairbrother now premised, in a few words, 
" that he meant to bring forward his most import- 
ant witness, upon whose evidence the cause must 
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in A great measure depend. What his client was, 
they had learned from the preceding witnesses ; and 
so far as general character, given in the most for- 
cible terms, and even with tears, could interest 
every one in her fate, she had already gained that 
advantage. It was necessary, he admitted, that he 
should produce more positive testimony of her in- 
nocence than what arose out of general character, 
arid this he undertook to do by the mouth of the 
person to whom she had communicated her situa- 
tion by the mouth of her natural counsellor and 
guardian her sister. Macer, call into court, Jean, 
or Jeanie Deans, daughter of David Deans, cow- 
feeder, at Saint Leonard's Crags.'* 

When he uttered these words, the poor prisoner 
instantly started up, and stretched herself half- 
way over the bar, towards the side at which her 
sister was to enter. And when, slowly follow- 
ing the officer, the witness advanced to the foot of 
the table, Effie, with the whole expression of her 
countenance altered, from that of confused shame 
and dismay, to an eager, imploring, and almost 
ecstatic earnestness of entreaty, with outstretched 
hands, hair streaming back, eyes raised eagerly to 
her sister's face, and glistening through tears, ex- 
claimed, in a tone which went through the heart of 
all who heard her " O Jeanie, Jeanie, save me, 
save me !" 

With a different feeling, yet equally appropriated 
to his proud and self-dependent character, old 
Deans drew himself back still farther under the 
cover of the bench ; so that when Jeanie, as she 
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entered the court, cast a timid glance towards the 
place at which she had left him seated, his vene- 
rable figure was no longer visible, lie sate down 
on the other side of Dumbiedikes, wrung his hand 
hard, and whispered, " Ah, Laird, this is warst of 
a' if I can but win ower this part I feel rny head 
uiica dizzy ; but my Master is strong in his servant's 
weakness." After a moment's mental prayer, he 
again started up, as if impatient of continuing in 
any one posture, and gradually edged himself for- 
ward towards the place he had just quitted. 

Jeanie in the meantime had advanced to the bot- 
tom of the table, when, unable to resist the impulse 
of affection, she suddenly extended her hand to her 
sister. Kffie was just within the distance that she 
could seize it with both hers, press it to her mouth, 
cover it with kisses, and bathe it in tears, with the 
fond devotion that a Catholic would pay to a guard- 
ian saint descended for his safety; while Jeanie, 
hiding her own face with her other hand, wept 
bitterly. The sight would have moved a heart of 
stone, much more of flesh and blood. Many of the 
spectators shed tears, and it was some time before 
the presiding Judge himself could so far subdue 
his emotion, as to request the witness to compose 
herself, and the prisoner to forbear those marks of 
eager affection, which, however natural, could not 
be permitted at that time, and in that presence. 

The solemn oath, " the truth to tell, and no 
truth to conceal, as far as she knew or should be 
asked/' was then administered by the Judge " in 
the name of God, and as the witness should answer 
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to God at the great day of judgment ;" an awful 
adjuration, which seldom fails to make impression 
even on the most hardened characters, and to strike 
with fear even the most upright. Jeanic, educated 
in deep and devout reverence for the name and 
attributes of the Deity, w r as ? by the solemnity of a 
direct appeal to his person and justice, awed, but 
at the same time elevated above all considerations, 
save those which she could, with a clear conscience, 
call HTM to witness. She repeated the form in a 
low and reverent, but distinct tone of voice, after 
the Judge, to whom, and not to any inferior offi- 
cer of the court, the task is assigned in Scotland of 
directing the witness in that solemn appeal, which 
is the sanction of his testimony. 

When the Judge had finished the established 
form, he added in a feeling, but yet a monitory 
tone, an advice, which the circumstances appeared 
to him to call for. 

" Young woman," these were his words, " you 
come before this Court in circumstances, which it 
would be worse than cruel not to pity and to sym- 
pathize with. Yet it is my duty to tell you, that 
the truth, whatever its consequences may be, the 
truth is what you owe to your country, and to that 
God whose word is truth, and whose name you 
have now invoked. Use your own time in answer- 
ing the questions that gentleman" (pointing to the 
counsel) " shall put to you But remember, that 
what you may be tempted to say beyond what is 
the actual truth, you must answer both here and 
hereafter. ' 
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The usual questions were then put to her: 
Whether any one had instructed her what evidence 
she had to deliver ? Whether any one had given 
or promised her any good deed, hire, or reward, 
for her testimony ? Whether she had any malice 
or ill-will at his Majesty's Advocate, being the 
party against whom she was cited as a witness ? 
To which questions she successively answered by a 
quiet negative. But their tenor gave great scan- 
dal and offence to her father, who was not aware 
that they are put to every witness as a matter of 
form. 

" Na, na," he exclaimed, loud enough to be heard, 
" my bairn is no like the widow of Tekoah nae 
man has putten words into her mouth." 

One of the Judges, better acquainted, perhaps, 
with the Books of Adjournal than with the Book 
of Samuel, was disposed to make some instant en- 
quiry after this Widow of Tekoah, who, as he con- 
strued the matter, had been tampering with the 
evidence. But the presiding Judge, better versed 
in Scripture history, whispered to his learned bro- 
ther the necessary explanation ; and the pause 
occasioned by this mistake, had the good effect of 
giving Jeanie Deans time to collect her spirits for 
the painful task she had to perform. 

Fairbrother, whose practice and intelligence were 
considerable, saw the necessity of letting the wit- 
ness compose herself. In his heart he suspected 
that she came to bear false witness in her sister's 
cause. 

" But that is her own affair," thought Fairbro- 
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tlier ; " arid it is my business to see that she has- 
plenty of time to regain composure, and to deliver 
her evidence, he it true, or be it false valcat 
quantum!' 

Accordingly, he commenced his interrogatories 
with uninteresting questions, which admitted of 
instant reply. 

" You are, I think, the sister of the prisoner?" 

" Yes, sir." 

" Not the full sister, however ?" 

" No, sir we are by different mothers. 1 ' 

" True ; and you are, I think, several years older 
than your sister ?" 

" Yes, sir," &c. 

After the advocate had conceived that, by these 
preliminary and unimportant questions, he had 
familiarized the witness with the situation in which 
she stood, he asked, " whether she had not remark- 
ed her sister's state of health to be altered, during 
the latter part of the term when she had lived 
with Mrs Saddletree ?" 

Jeanie answered in the affirmative. 

" And she told you the cause of it, my dear, I 
suppose ?" said Fairbrother, in an easy, and, as one 
may say, an inductive sort of tone. 

" I am sorry to interrupt my brother," said the 
Crown Counsel, rising, " but I am in your Lord- 
ships' judgment, whether this be not a leading 
question ?" 

" If this point is to be debated," said the presi- 
ding Judge, " the witness must be removed." 

For the Scottish lawyers regard with a sacred 
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and scrupulous horror, every question so shaped 
by the counsel examining 1 , as to convey to a witness 
the least intimation of the nature of the answer 
which is desired from him. These scruples, though 
founded on an excellent principle, are sometimes 
carried to an absurd pitch of nicety, especially as 
it is generally easy for a lawyer who has his wits 
about him to elude the objection. Fairbrother did 
so in the present case. 

" It is not necessary to waste the time of the 
Court, my Lord ; since the King's Counsel thinks 
it worth while to object to the form of my ques- 
tion, I will shape it otherwise. Pray, young wo- 
man, did you ask your sister any question when 
you observed her looking unwell ? take courage 
speak out." 

" I asked her," replied Jcanie, " what ailed her." 

" Very well take your own time and what 
was the answer she made ?" continued Mr Fair- 
brother. 

Jeanie was silent, and looked deadly pale. It 
was not that she at any one instant entertained an 
idea of the possibility of prevarication it was the 
natural hesitation to extinguish the last spark of 
hope that remained for her sister. 

" Take courage, young woman," said Fairbro- 
ther. " I asked what your sister said ailed her 
when you enquired ?" 

" Nothing," answered Jeanie, with a faint voice, 
which was yet heard distinctly in the most distant 
corner of the Court-room, such an awful and pro- 
found silence had been preserved during the anxious 
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interval, which had interposed betwixt the lawyer's 
question and the answer of the witness. 

Fairbrother's countenance fell ; but with that 
ready presence of mind, which is as useful in civil 
as in military emergencies, he immediately rallied. 
"Nothing? True; you mean nothing at first 
but when you asked her again, did she not tell you 
Avhat ailed her ?" 

The question was put in a tone meant to make 
her comprehend the importance of her answer, had 
she not been already aware of it. The ice was 
broken, however, and, with less pause than at first, 
she now replied, " Alack ! alack ! she never 
breathed word to me about it." 

A deep groan passed through the Court. It 
was echoed by one deeper and more agonized from 
the unfortunate father. The hope, to which un- 
consciously, and in spite of himself, he had still 
secretly clung, had now dissolved, and the venerable 
old man fell forward senseless on the floor of the 
Court-house, with his head at the foot of his terri- 
fied daughter. The unfortunate prisoner, with im- 
potent passion, strove with the guards, betwixt 
whom she was placed. " Let me gang to my fa- 
ther ! I will gang to him I will gang to him he 
is dead he is killed I hae killed him !" she re- 
peated in frenzied tones of grief, which those who 
heard them did not speedily forget. 

Even in this moment of agony and general con- 
fusion, Jeanie did not lose that superiority, which 
a deep arid firm mind assures to its possessor, under 
the most trying circumstances. 
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" He is my father ho is our father," she mild- 
ly repeated to those who endeavoured to separate 
them, as she stooped, shaded aside his grey hairs, 
and began assiduously to chafe his temples. 

The Judge, after repeatedly wiping his eyes, 
gave directions that they should be conducted into 
a neighbouring apartment, and carefully attended. 
The prisoner, as her father was borne from tho 
Court, and her sister slowly followed, pursued them 
with her eyes so earnestly fixed, as if they would 
have started from their socket. But when they 
were no longer visible, she seemed to find, in her 
despairing and deserted state, a courage which she 
had not yet exhibited. 

" The bitterness of it is now past," she said, and 
then boldly addressed the Court. " My Lords, if 
it is your pleasure to gang on wi' this matter, the 
weariest day will hae its end at last." 

The Judge, who, much to his honour, had shared 
deeply in the general sympathy, was surprised at 
being recalled to his duty by the prisoner. He 
collected himself, and requested to know if tho 
panel's counsel had more evidence to produce. Fair- 
brother replied, with an air of dejection, that his 
proof was concluded. 

The King's Counsel addressed the jury for the 
crown. He said in few words, that no one could 
be more concerned than he was for the distressing 
scene which they had just witnessed. But it was 
the necessary consequence of great crimes to bring 
distress and ruin upon all connected with the per- 
petrators. He briefly reviewed the proof, in which 
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lie showed that all the circumstances of the case 
concurred with those required by the act under 
which the unfortunate prisoner was tried : That 
the counsel for the pjinel had totally failed in 
proving, that Euphemia Deans had communicated 
her situation to her sister : That, respecting her 
previous good character, he was sorry to observe, 
that it w r as females who possessed the world's good 
report, and to whom it was justly valuable, who 
were most strongly tempted, by shame and fear of 
the world's censure, to the crime of infanticide : 
That the child was murdered, he professed to en- 
tertain no doubt. The vacillating and inconsistent 
declaration of the prisoner herself, marked as it was 
by numerous refusals to speak the truth on sub- 
jects, when, according to her own story, it would 
have been natural, as well as advantageous, to have 
been candid ; even this imperfect declaration left 
no doubt in his mind as to the fate of the unhappy 
infant. Neither could he doubt that the panel 
was a partner in this guilt. Who else had an in- 
terest in a deed so inhuman ? Surely neither Ro- 
bertson, nor Robertson's agent, in whose house she 
was delivered, had the least temptation to commit 
such a crime, unless upon her account, with her 
connivance, and for the sake of saving her reputa- 
tion. But it was not required of him, by the law, 
that he should bring precise proof of the murder, 
or of the prisoner's accession to it. It was the 
very purpose of the statute to substitute a certain 
chain of presumptive evidence in place of a proba- 
tion, which, in such cases, it was peculiarly difficult 
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to obtain. The jury might peruse the statute itself, 
and they had also the libel and interlocutor of re- 
levancy to direct them in point of law. He put it 
to the conscience of the jury, that under both he 
was entitled to a verdict of Guilty. 

The charge of Fairbrother was much cramped by 
his having Allied in the proof which he expected to 
lead. But he fought his losing cause with courage 
arid constancy. He ventured to arraign the seve- 
rity of the statute under which the young woman 
was tried. " In all other cases/' he said, " the first 
thing required of the criminal prosecutor was, to 
prove unequivocally that the crime libelled had 
actually been committed, which lawyers called pro- 
ving the corpus delicti. But this statute, made 
doubtless with the best intentions, and under the 
impulse of a just horror for the unnatural crime of 
infanticide, run the risk of itself occasioning the 
worst of murders, the death of an innocent person, 
to atone for a supposed crime which may never 
have been committed by any one. He was so far 
from acknowledging the alleged probability of the 
child's violent death, that he could not even allow 
that there was evidence of its having ever lived/* 

The King's Counsel pointed to the woman's de- 
claration ; to which the counsel replied " A pro- 
duction concocted in a moment of terror and agony, 
and which approached to insanity," he said, " his 
learned brother well knew was no sound evidence 
against the party who emitted it. It was true, that 
a judicial confession, in presence of the Justices 
themselves, was the strongest of all proof, in st> 
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much that it is said in law, that ' in confitentem nullce 
sunt paries jndicis. 9 But this was true of judicial 
confession only, by which law meant that which is 
made in presence of the justices, and the sworn 
inquest. Of extrajudicial confes-sion, all authorities 
held with the illustrious Farinaceus, and Matheus, 
< confessio extrcijudiciaUs in se nulla est ; et quodnul- 
him cst, non potest adminiculari? It was totally 
inept, and void of all strength and effect from the 
beginning ; incapable, therefore, of being bolstered 
up or supported, or, according to the law-phrase, 
adminiculated. by other presumptive circumstances. 
In the present case, therefore, letting the extraju- 
dicial confession go, as it ought to go, for nothing," 
he contended, " the prosecutor had not made out 
the second quality of the statute, that a live child 
had been born ; and that, at least, ought to be esta- 
blish od before presumptions were received that it 
had been murdered. If any of the assize," he said, 
" should be of opinion that this was dealing rather 
narrowly with the statute, they ought to consider 
that it was in its nature highly penal, and therefore 
entitled to no favourable construction." 

He concluded a learned speech, with an eloquent 
peroration on the scene they had just witnessed, 
during which Saddletree fell fast asleep. 

It was now the presiding Judge's turn to address 
the jury. He did so briefly and distinctly. 

" It was for the jury," he said, " to consider 
whether the prosecutor had made out his plea. For 
himself, he sincerely grieved to say, that a shadow 
of doubt remained not upon his mind concerning 

VOL. XII. O 
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the verdict which tlie inquest had to bring" in. He 
would not follow the prisoner's counsel through the 
impeachment which he had brought against the 
statute of King William and Queen Mary. He 
and the jury were sworn to judge according to the 
laws as they stood, not to criticise, or to evade, or 
even to justify them. In no civil case would a 
counsel have been permitted to plead his client's 
case in the teeth of the law ; but in the hard situa- 
tion in which counsel were often placed in the Cri- 
minal Court, as well as out of favour to all pre- 
sumptions of innocence, he had not inclined to in- 
terrupt the learned gentleman, or narrow his plea. 
The present law, as it now stood, had been institu- 
ted by the wisdom of their fathers, to check the 
alarming progress of a dreadful crime ; when it was 
found too severe for its purpose, it would doubtless 
be altered by the wisdom of the legislature ; at pre- 
sent it was the law of the land, the rule of the court, 
and, according 1 to the oath which they had taken, 
it must be that of the jury. This unhappy girl's 
situation could not be doubted ; that she had borne 
a child, and that the child had disappeared, were 
certain facts. The learned counsel had failed to 
show that she had communicated her situation. 
All the requisites of the case required by the sta- 
tute were therefore before the jury. The learned 
gentleman had, indeed, desired them to throw out 
of consideration the panel's own confession, which 
was the plea usually urged, in penury of all others, 
by counsel in his situation, who usually felt that 
the declarations of their clients bore hard on them. 
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But that the Scottish law designed that a certain 
weight should be laid on these declarations, which, 
he admitted, were quodammodo extrajudicial, was 
evident from the universal practice by which they 
were always produced and road, as part of the pro- 
secutor's probation. In the present case, no person, 
who had heard the witnesses describe the appear- 
ance of the young woman before she left Saddle- 
tree's house, and contrasted it with that of her state 
and condition at her return to her father's, could 
have any doubt that the fact of delivery had taken 
place, as set forth in her own declaration, which 
was, therefore, not a solitary piece of testimony, 
but adminiculated and supported by the strongest 
circumstantial proof. 

" He did not," he said, " state the impression 
upon his own mind with the purpose of biassing 
theirs. He had felt no less than they had done 
from the scene of domestic misery which had been 
exhibited before them ; and if they, having God 
and a good conscience, the sanctity of their oath, 
and the regard due to the law of the country, be- 
fore their eyes, could come to a conclusion favour- 
able to this unhappy prisoner, he should rejoice as 
much as any one in Court ; for never had he found 
his duty more distressing than in discharging it 
that day, and glad he would be to be relieved from 
the still more painful task, which would otherwise 
remain for him/' 

The jury, having heard the Judge's address, 
bowed and retired, preceded by a macer of Court, 
to the apartment destined for their deliberation. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



Law, take thy victim May she find the mercy 

In yon mild heaven, which this hard world denies her ! 



IT was an hour ere the jurors returned, and as 
they traversed the crowd with slow steps, as men 
about to discharge themselves of a heavy and pain- 
ful responsibility, the audience was hushed into 
profound, earnest, and awful silence. 

" Have you agreed on your chancellor, gentle- 
men ?" was the first question of the Judge. 

The foreman, called in Scotland the chancellor 
of the jury, usually the man of best rank and esti- 
mation among the assizers, stepped forward, and, 
with a low reverence, delivered to the Court a seal- 
ed paper, containing the verdict, which, until of 
late years, that verbal returns are in some instances 
permitted, was always couched in writing. The 
jury remained standing while the Judge broke the 
seals, and, having perused the paper, handed it, 
with an air of mournful gravity, down to the Clerk 
of Court, who proceeded to engross in the record 
the yet unknown verdict, of which, however, all 
omened the tragical contents. A form still remain- 
ed, trifling and unimportant in itself, but to which 
imagination adds a sort of solemnity, from the aw- 
ful occasion upon which it is used. A lighted candle 
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was placed on the table, the original paper contain- 
ing the verdict was enclosed in a sheet of paper, 
and, sealed with the Judge's own signet, was trans- 
mitted to the Crown Office, to be preserved among 
other records of the same kind. As all this is 
transacted in profound silence, the producing and 
extinguishing the candle seems a type of the human 
spark which is shortly afterwards doomed to be 
quenched, and excites in the spectators something 
of the same effect which in England is obtained by 
the Judge assuming the fatal cap of judgment. 
When these preliminary forms had been gone 
through, the Judge required Euphernia Deans to 
attend to the verdict to be read. 

After the usual words of style, the verdict set 
forth, that the Jury having made choice of John 
Kirk, Esq. to be their chancellor, and Thomas 
Moore, merchant, to be their clerk, did, by a plu- 
rality of voices, find the said Euphemia Deans 
GUILTY of the crime libelled ; but, in considera- 
tion of her extreme youth, and the cruel circum- 
stances of her case, did earnestly entreat that the 
Judge would recommend her to the mercy of the 
Crown. 

" Gentlemen/' said the Judge, " you have done 
your duty and a painful one it must have been to 
men of humanity like you. 1 will, undoubtedly, 
transmit your recommendation to the throne, lint 
it is my duty to tell all who now hear me, but 
especially to inform that unhappy young woman, 
in order that her mind may be settled accordingly, 
that I have not the least hope of a pardon being 

o 2 
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granted in the present case. You know the crime 
has been increasing- in this land, and I know far- 
ther, that this has heen ascribed to the lenity in 
which the laws have been exercised, and that there 
is therefore no hope whatever of obtaining* a re- 
mission for this offence." The jury bowed again, 
and, released from their painful office, dispersed 
themselves among the mass of bystanders. 

The Court then asked Mr Fairbrother, whether 
he had any thing to say, why judgment should not 
follow on the verdict? The counsel had spent 
some time in perusing, and reperusing the verdict, 
counting the letters in each juror's name, and 
weighing every phrase, nay every syllable, in the 
nicest scales of legal criticism. But the clerk of 
the jury had understood his business too well. No 
flaw was to bo found, and Fairbrother mournfully 
intimated, that he had nothing to say in arrest of 
judgment. 

The presiding Judge then addressed the unhap- 
py prisoner: " Euphemia Deans, attend to the 
sentence of the Court now td be pronounced 
against you." 

She rose from her seat, and, with a composure 
far greater than could have been augured from her 
demeanour during some parts of the trial, abode 
the conclusion of the awful scene. So nearly does 
the mental portion of our feelings resemble those 
which are corporal, that the first severe blows 
which we receive bring with them a stunning apa- 
thy, which renders us indifferent to those that fol- 
low them. Thus said Mandrin, when he was uu- 
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dergoing the punishment of the wheel ; and so have 
all felt, upon whom successive inflictions have de- 
scended with continuous and reiterated violence. 

" Young woman," said the Judge, " it is my 
painful duty to tell you, that your life is forfeited 
under a law, which, if it may seem in some degree 
severe, is yet wisely so, to render those of your 
unhappy situation aware what risk they run, by 
concealing, out of pride or false shame, their lapse 
from virtue, and making no preparation to save 
the lives of the unfortunate infants whom they are 
to bring into the world. When you concealed 
your situation from your mistress, your sister, and 
other worthy and compassionate persons of your 
own sex, in whose favour your former conduct had 
given you a fair place, you seem to me to have had 
in your contemplation, at least, the death of the 
helpless creature, for whose life you neglected to 
provide. How the child was disposed of whether 
it was dealt upon by another, or by yourself whe- 
ther the extraordinary story you have told is partly 
false, or altogether so, is between God and your 
own conscience. I will not aggravate your distress 
by pressing on that topic, but I do most solemnly 
adjure you to employ the remaining space of your 
time in making your peace with God, for which 
purpose such reverend clergyman, as you yourself 
may name, shall have access to you. Notwith- 
standing the humane recommendation of the jury, 
I cannot afford to you, in the present circumstances 
of the country, the slightest hope that your life 
will be prolonged beyond the period assigned for 
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the execution of your sentence. Forsaking, there- 
fore, the thoughts of this world, let your mind be 
prepared by repentance for those of more awful 
moments for death, judgment, and eternity. 
Doomster, road the sentence/'* 

When the Doomster showed himself, a tall hag* 
gard figure, arrayed in a fantastic garment of black 
and grey, passmented with silver lace, all fell back 
with a sort of instinctive horror, and made wide way 
for him to approach the foot of the table. As this 
office was held by the common executioner, men 
shouldered each other backward to avoid even the 
touch of his garment, and some were seen to brush 
their own clothes, which had accidentally become 
subject to such contamination. A sound went 
through the court, produced by each person draw- 
ing in their breath hard, as men do when they ex- 
pect or witness what is frightful, and at the same 
time affecting. The caitiff villain yet seemed, 
amid his hardened brutality, to have some sense of 
his being the object of public detestation, which 
made him impatient of being in public, as birds of 
evil omen are anxious to escape from daylight, and 
from pure air. 

Repeating after the (Jlerk of Court, he gabbled 
over the words of the sentence, which condemned 
fCuphemia Deans to be conducted back to the Tol- 
booth of Edinburgh, and detained there until 

Wednesday the day of ; and upon that 

day, betwixt the hours of two and four o'clock 

* Note I., p. 173. Doomstrr, or Dr.npstor, of Court. 
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afternoon, to be conveyed to the common place of 
execution, and there hanged by the neck upon a 
gibbet. " And this," said the Doomster, aggrava- 
ting his harsh voice, " I pronounce for doom." 

He vanished when he had spoken the last em- 
phatic word, like a foul fiend after the purpose of 
his visitation has been accomplished ; but the im- 
pression of horror, excited by his presence and his 
errand, remained upon the crowd of spectators. 

The unfortunate criminal, for so she must now 
be termed, with more susceptibility, and more irri- 
table feelings than her father and sister, was found, 
in this emergence, to possess a considerable share of 
their courage. She had remained standing motion- 
less at the bar while the sentence was pronounced, 
and was observed to shut her eyes when the Doom- 
ster appeared. But she was the first to break 
silence when that evil form had left his place. 

" God forgive ye, my Lords," she said, " and 
dinna be angry wi' me for wishing it we a* need 
forgiveness. As for myself I canna blame ye, for 
ye act up to your lights ; arid if I havena killed my 
poor infant, ye niay witness a' that hae seen it this 
day, that I hae been the means of killing my grey- 
headed father I deserve the warst frae man, and 
frae God too But God is mair mercitV to us than 
we are to each other." 

With these words the trial concluded. The crowd 
rushed, bearing forward and shouldering each other, 
out of the court, in the same tumultuary mode in 
which they had entered ; and, in the excitation of 
animal motion and animal spirits, soon forgot what- 
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ever they had felt as impressive in the scene which 
they had witnessed. The professional spectators, 
whom habit and theory had rendered as callous to 
the distress of the scene as medical men are to those 
of a surgical operation, walked homeward in groups, 
discussing the general principle of the statute un- 
der which the young woman was condemned, the 
nature of the evidence, and the arguments of the 
counsel, without considering even that of the Judge 
as exempt from their criticism. 

The female spectators, more compassionate, were 
loud in exclamation against that part of the Judge's 
speech which seemed to cut off the hope of pardon. 

" Set him up, indeed," said Mrs Howden, " to 
tell us that the poor lassie behoved to die, when 
Mr John Kirk, as civil a gentleman as is within the 
ports of the town, took the pains to prigg for her 
hiinseli." 

"Ay, but, neighbour," said Miss Damahoy, draw- 
ing up her thin maidenly form to its full height of 
primdignity " I really think this unnatural business 
of having bastard-bairns should be putten a stop 
to There isna a hussy now on this side of thirty 
that you can bring within your doors, but there 
will be chields writer-lads, prentice-lads, and what 
not coming traiking after them for their destruc- 
tion, arid discrediting tine's honest house into the 
bargain I hae nae patience wi' them." 

" Hout, neighbour," said Mrs Howden, " we 
suld live and let live we hae been young oursells, 
and we are no aye to judge the warst when lads and 
lasses forgather." 
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" Young oursells ? and judge tlie warst ?" said 
Miss Damahoy. " I am no sae auld as tliat comes 
to, Mrs Ilowden ; and as for what ye ca' the warst, 
I ken neither good nor bad about the matter, I 
thank my stars !" 

" Ye are thankfu' for sma' mercies, then," said 
Mrs Ilowden, with a toss of her head ; " and as 
for you and young I trow ye were doing for your- 
sell at the last riding of the Scots Parliament, and 
that was in the gracious year seven, sae ye can be 
nae sic chicken at ony rate." 

Plumdamas, who acted as squire of the body to 
the two contending darnes, instantly saw the hazard 
of entering into such delicate points of chronology, 
and being a lover of peace and good neighbour- 
hood, lost no time in bringing back the conversa- 
tion to its original subject. 

" The Judge didna tell us a' he could hae tell'd 
us, if he had liked, about the application for pardon, 
neighbours," said he ; " there is aye a wimple in a 
lawyer's clew ; but it's a wee bit of a secret." 

" And what is't ? what is't, neighbour Plum- 
damas ?" said Mrs Ilowden and Miss Damahoy at 
once, the acid fermentation of their dispute being 
at once neutralized by the powerful alkali implied 
in the word secret. 

" Here's Mr Saddletree can tell ye that better 
than me, for it was him that tauld me," said Plum- 
damas as Saddletree came up, with his wife hang- 
ing on his arm, and looking very disconsolate. 

VV hen the question was put to Saddletree, he 
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looked very scornful. " They speak about stopping 
the frequency of child-murder," said he, in a con- 
temptuous tone ; " do ye think our auld enemies of 
England, as Glendook aye ca's them in his printed 
Statute-book, care a boddle whether we didna kill 
ane anither, skin and birn, horse and foot, man, 
woman, and bairns, all and siridry, onmes ct smgu- 
los, as Mr Crossmyloof says ? Na, na, it's no that 
hinders them frae pardoning the bit lassie. But 
here is the pinch of the plea. The king and queen 
are sae ill pleased wi' that mistak about Porteous, 
that deil a kindly kScot will they pardon again, 
either by reprieve or remission, if the haill town o' 
Edinburgh should be a' hanged on ae tow." 

" Deil that they were back at their German kale- 
yard then, as my neighbour MacCroskie ca's it," 
said Airs ITowden, " an that's the way they're gaun 
to guide us !" 

" They say for certain," said Miss Damahoy, 
" that King George flang his periwig in the fire 
when he heard o' the Porteous mob." 

" He has done that, they say," replied Saddle- 
tree, " for less thing," 

" Aweel," said Miss Damahoy, " he might keep 
mair wit in his anger but it's a' the better for his 
wigmaker, Fse warrant/' 

" The queen tore her biggonets for perfect anger, 
ye'll hae heard o' that too ?" said Plumdamas. 
" And the king, they say, kickit Sir Robert Wai- 
pole for no keeping down the mob of Edinburgh ; 
but I dinna believe he wad behave sae nngenteel." 
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" It's dooms truth, though," said Saddletree ; 

" and he was for kickin the Duke of Argyle* too." 

" Kickin the Duke of Argyle !" exclaimed the 

hearers at once, in all the various combined keys of 

utter astonishment. 

" Ay, but MacCallummore's blood wadna sit 
down wi that ; there was risk of Andro Ferrara 
coming 1 in thirdsman." 

" The duke is a real Scotsman a true friend to 
the country," answered Saddletree's hearers. 

" Ay, troth is lie, to king- and country baith, as 
ye sail hear," continued the orator, " if ye will 
come in byo to our house, for it's safest speaking of 
sic things inter parities? 

When they entered his shop he thrust his pren- 
tice boy out of it, and, unlocking his desk, took out, 
with an air of grave and complacent importance, a 
dirty and crumpled piece of printed paper ; he ob- 
served, " This is new corn it's no every body 
could show ye the like o' this. It's the duke's speech 
about the Porteous mob, just promulgated by the 
hawkers. Ye shall hear what Ian Roy Ceant says 
for himsell. My correspondent bought it in the 
Palace-yard, that's like just under the king's nose 
I think he claws up their mittans ! It came in a 
letter about a foolish bill of exchange that the man 
wanted me to renew for him. I wish ye wad see 
about it, Mrs Saddletree." 

* Note II., p. 171. John Duke of Argyle and Greenwich. 

f Red John the Warrior, a name personal and proper in the 
Highlands to John Duke of Ar^yle and Greenwich, as Mac- 
Cuminin was that of his rare or dignity. 

VOL. XII. P 
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Honest Mrs Saddletree had hitherto been so sin- 
cerely distressed about the situation of her unfor- 
tunate protegee, that she had suffered her husband 
to proceed in his own way, without attending to 
what he was saying. The words bill and renew had, 
however, an awakening sound in them ; and she 
snatched the letter which her husband held towards 
her, and wiping her eyes, and putting on her spec- 
tacles, endeavoured, as fast as the dew which col- 
lected on her glasses would permit, to get at the 
meaning of the needful part of the epistle ; while 
her husband, with pompous elevation, read an ex- 
tract from the speech. 

" I am no minister, I never was a minister, and 
I never will be one'* 

" I didna ken his grace was ever designed for the 
ministry," interrupted Mrs Howden. 

" lie disna mean a minister of the gospel, Mrs 
Howden, but a minister of state/' said Saddletree, 
with condescending goodness, and then proceeded : 
" The time was when I might have been a piece 
of a minister, but I was too sensible of my own in- 
capacity to engage in any state affair. And I thank 
God that I had always too great a value for those 
few abilities which nature has given me, to employ 
them in doing any drudgery, or any job of what 
kind soever. I have, ever since I set out in the 
wjMrld, (and I believe few have set out more early,) 
sii|d iny prince with my tongue ; I have serveo! 
him with any little interest I had, and I have served 
him with my sword, and in rny profession of arms. 
I have held employments which I have lost, and 
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were I to be to-morrow deprived of those which 
still remain to me, and which I have endeavoured 
honestly to deserve, I would still serve him to the 
last acre of my inheritance, and to the last drop of 
my blood. ' 

Mrs Saddletree here broke in upon the orator. 
" Mr Saddletree, what is the meaning of a' this? 
Here are ye d aver ing about the Duke of Argyle, 
and this man Martingale gaun to break on our 
hands, and lose us glide sixty pounds I wonder 
what duke will pay that, quotha I wish the Duke 
of Argyll! would pay his aiu accounts ITo is in a 
thousand punds Scots on thae very books when he 
was last at Roystoun I'm no saying but he's a just 
nobleman, and that it's gude siller but it wad drive 
ane daft to be confused wi' deukes and drakes, and 
thae distressed folk up stairs, that's Jeanie Deans 
and her father. And then, putting the very callant 
that was sewing the curpel out o' the shop, to play 
wi' blackguards in the close Sit still, neighbours, 
it's no that I mean to disturb you ; but what be- 
tween courts o' law and courts o' state, and upper 
and under parliaments, and parliament-houses, here 
and in London, the gudeman's gane clean gyte, I 
thiuk." 

The gossips understood civility, and the rule of 
doing as they would be done by, too well, to tarry 
upon the slight invitation implied in the conclusion 
of this speech, and therefore made their farewell^ 
and departure as fast as possible, Saddletree whis- 
pering to Plurndamas that he would " meet him at 
MacCroskie's,"(the low-browed shop in the Lucken- 
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booths, already mentioned,) " in the hour of cause, 
and put MaeCalliunmore's speech in his pocket, for 
u* the gudewife's din." 

When Mrs Saddletree saw the house freed of 
her importunate visitors, and the little boy reclaim- 
ed from the pastimes of the wynd to the exercise 
of the awl, slie went to visit her unhappy relative, 
David Deans, and his elder daughter, who had 
found in her house the nearest place of friendly 
refuge. 
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NOTES TO CHAPTER IX. 

Note I., p. 104. DOOMSTKH, OR DEMPSTER, OF COURT. 

The name of this officer is equivalent to the pronouncer of 
doom or sentence. In this comprehensive sense, the Judges of 
the Isle of Man were called Dempsters. But in Scotland the 
word was long restricted to the designation of an official person, 
whose duty it was to recite the sentence after it had been pro- 
nounced hy the Court, and recorded hy the clerk ; oil which 
occasion the Dempster legalized it hy the words of form, " And 
this 1 pronounce Jor doom. 11 For a length of years, the office, as 
mentioned in the text, was held in commendam with that of the 
executioner ; for when this odious hut necessary officer of justice 
received his appointment, he petitioned the Court of Justiciary 
to be received as their Dempster, which was granted as a mat- 
ter of course. 

The production of the executioner in open court, and in. pre- 
sence of the wretched criminal, had something in it hideous 
and disgusting to the more refined feelings of later times. But 
if an old tradition of the Parliament House of Edinburgh may 
be trusted, it was the following anecdote which occasioned the 
disuse of the Dempster's office. 

It chanced at one time that the office of public executioner 
was vacant. There was occasion for some one to act as Dempster, 
and, considering the party who generally held the office, it is 
not wonderful that a locum tenens was hard to be found. At 
length, one Hume, who had been sentenced to transportation, 
for an attempt to burn his own house, was induced to consent 
that he would pronounce the doom on this occasion. But when 
brought forth to officiate, instead of repeating the doom to the 
criminal, Mr Hume addressed himself to their lordships in a 
bitter complaint of the injustice of his own sentence. It was in 
vain that he was interrupted, and reminded of the purpose for 
which he bad come hither ; " I ken what ye want of me weel 

p 2 
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eneugh," said the fellow, "ye want me to be your Dempster; but 
I am come to be none of your Dempster, I am come to summon 
you, Lord T , and you, Lord K , to answer at the bar of 
another world for the. injustice you have done me in this.'* In 
short, Hume had only made a pretext of complying with the 
proposal, in order to have an opportunity of reviling the Judges 
to their faces, or giving them, in the phrase of his country, " a 
sloan." lie was hurried oif amid the laughter of the audience, 
but the indecorous scene which had taken place contributed to 
the abolition of the office of Dempster. The sentence is now 
read over by the clerk of court, and the formality of pronoun- 
cing doom is altogether omitted. 



Note II., p. 1(39. JOHN DUKE OF ARGVLK AND GREENWICH. 

This nobleman was very dear to his countrymen, who were 
justly proud of his military and political talents, and grateful 
for the ready zeal with which he asserted the rights of his na- 
tive country. This was never more conspicuous than in the 
matter of the Porteous Mob, when the Ministers brought in a 
violent and vindictive bill, for declaring the Lord Provost of 
Edinburgh incapable of bearing any public office in future, for 
not foreseeing a disorder which no one foresaw, or interrupting 
the course of a riot too formidable to endure opposition. The 
same 15 ill made provision for pulling down the city gates, and 
abolishing the city guard, rather a Hibernian mode of enabling 
them better to keep the peace within burgh in future. 

The Duke of Argyle opposed this bill as a cruel, unjust, and 
fanatical proceeding, and an encroachment upon the privileges 
of the royal burghs of Scotland, secured to them by the treaty 
of Union. "In all the proceedings of that time," said his Grace, 
" the nation of Scotland treated with the English as a free and 
independent people ; and as that treaty, my Lords, had no otjier 
guarantee for the due performance of its articles, but the faith 
and honour of a British Parliament, it would be both unjust 
and ungenerous, should this House agree to any proceedings that 
have a tendency to injure it." 

Lord Hardwicke, in reply to the Duke of Argyle, seemed to 
insinuate, that his Grace had taken up the affair in a party 
point of view, to which the nobleman replied in the spirited 
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language quoted in the text L.ord I lard vvicke apologized. The 
bill was much modified, and the clauses concerning the dismant- 
ling the city, and disbanding the Guard, were departed from. 
A fine of L.2000 was imposed on the city for the benefit of Por- 
teons's widow. She was contented to accept three-fourths of 
the sum, the payment of which closed the transaction. It is 
remarkable, that, in our day, the Magistrates of Kdiiiburgh have 
had recourse to both those measures, held in such horror by 
their predecessors, as necessary steps for the improvement of the 
city. 

It may be here noticed, in explanation of another circum- 
stance mentioned in the text, that there is a tradition in Scot- 
land, that George II., whose irascible temper is said sometimes 
to have hurried him into expressing his displeasure par voie du, 
fait, offered to the Duke of Argyle, in angry audience, some 
menace of this nature, on which he left the presence in high 
disdain, and with little ceremony. Sir Robert Walpole, having 
met the Duke as he retired, and learning the cause of his resent- 
ment and discomposure, endeavoured to reconcile him to what 
had happened by saying, " Such was his Majesty's way, and 
that he often took such liberties with himself without meaning 
any harm." This did not mend matters in M'Calluinmore's 
eyes, who replied, in great disdain, " You will please to remem- 
ber, Sir Robert, the infinite distance there is betwixt you and 
me." Another frequent expression of passion on the part of 
the same monarch, is alluded to in the old Jacobite song - 

The tire shall get both hat and wig, 
As oft times they've got a' that. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Isab. Alas ! what poor ability's in me 

To do him good ? 
IAICW. Assay the power you have. 

Measure for Measure. 

WHEN Mrs Saddletree entered the apartment in 
which her guests had shrouded their misery, she 
found the window darkened. The feebleness which 
followed his long swoon had rendered it necessary 
to lay the old man in bed. The curtains were 
drawn around him, and Jeanie sate motionless by 
the side of the bed. Mrs Saddletree was a woman 
of kindness, nay, of feeling, but not of delicacy. She 
opened the half-shut window, drew aside the cur- 
tain, and taking her kinsman by the hand, exhort- 
ed him to sit up, and bear his sorrow like a good 
man, and a Christian man, as he was. But when 
she quitted his hand, it fell powerless by his side, 
nor did he attempt the least reply. 

" Is all over ?" asked Jeanie, with lips and cheeks 
as pale as ashes, " And is there nae hope for her ?" 

" Nane, or next to riane," said Mrs Saddletree ; 
" I heard the Judge-carle say it with my airi ears 
It was a burning shame to see sae mony o' them set 
up yonder in their red gowns and black gowns, and 
a' to take the life o' a bit senseless lassie. I had never 
muckle broo o' my gudemarfs gossips, and now I 
like them waur than ever The only wiselike thing 
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I heard ony body say, was decent Mr John Kirk of 
Kirk-knowe, and he wussed them just to get the 
king's mercy, and nae mair about it. But he spake 
to unreasonable folk he might just hae keepit his 
breath to hae blavvn on his porridge.'* 

" But can the king gie her mercy ?" said Jeanie, 
earnestly. " Some folk tell me he canna gie mercy 
in cases of mur in cases like hers." 

" Can he gie mercy, hinny ? I weel I wot he can, 
when he likes. There was young Singlesword, that 
stickit the Laird of Ballencleuch, and Captain Hack- 
urn, the Englishman, that killed Lady Colgrain's 
gudeman, and the Master of Saint Clair, that shot 
the twa Shaws, and mony mair in my time to be 
sure they were gentle blude, and had their kin to 
speak for them And there was Jock Porteous the 
other day Fse warrant there's mercy, an folk could 
win at it." 

" Porteous ?" said Jeanie ; " very true I for- 
get a' that I suld maist mind. Fare ye weel, Mrs 
Saddletree ; and may ye never want a friend in 
the hour o' distress !" 

" Will ye no stay wi' your father, Jeanie, bairn ? 
Ye had better," said Mrs Saddletree. 

" I will be wanted ower yonder," indicating the 
Tolbooth with her hand, " and I maun leave him 
now, or I will never be able to leave him. I fearna 
for his life I ken how strong-hearted he is I ken 
it," she said, laying her hand on her bosom, " by 
my ain heart at this minute." 

u Weel, hinny, if ye think it's for the best, bet- 
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ter be stay here and rest him, than gang back to St 
Leonard's." 

" Muckle better inuckle better God bless you 
God bless you I At no rate let him gang till ye 
hear frae rne," said Jeanie. 

" But yell be back belive ?" said Mrs Saddle- 
tree, detaining her ; " they wunna let ye stay yon- 
der, hiriny." 

" But I maun gang to St Leonard's there's 
inuckle to be dune, and little time to do it in And 
J have friends to speak to God bless you take 
care of my father." 

She had reached the door of the apartment, 
when, suddenly turning, she came back, and knelt 
down by the bedside. " O father, gie me your 
blessing I dare not go till ye bless me. Say but 
God bless ye, and prosper ye, Jeanie try but to 
say that !" 

Instinctively, rather than by an exertion of in- 
tellect, the old man murmured a prayer, that " pur- 
chased and promised blessings might be multiplied 
upon her." 

" He has blessed mine errand," said his daugh- 
ter x rising from her knees, arid it is borne in upon 
my mind that I shall prosper." 

So saying, she left the room. 

Mrs Saddletree looked after her, and shook her 
head. " I wish she binna roving, poor thing 
There's something queer about a* thae Deanses. 
I dinna like folk to be sae muckle better than other 
folk seldom cornes gude o't. But if she's gatin to 
look after the kye at St Leonard's, that's another 
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story ; to be sure they maun be sorted. Grizzie, 
come up here, and take tent to the honest auld 
man, arid see he wants naething. Ye silly taw- 
pie," (addressing- the maid-servant as she entered,) 
; * what garr'd ye busk up your cockernony that 
gate ? I think there's been eneugh the day to gie 
an awfu' warning about your cockups and your fal- 
lal duds see what they a* come to," &c. &c. &c. 

Leaving the good lady to her lecture upon world- 
ly vanities, we must transport our reader to the cell 
in which the unfortunate Effie Deans was now im- 
mured, being restricted of several liberties which 
she had enjoyed before the sentence was pronoun- 
ced. 

When she had remained about an hour in the 
state of stupified horror so natural in her situation, 
she was disturbed by the opening of the jarring 
bolts of her place of confinement, and Ratcliffe 
showed himself. " It's your sister," he said, " wants 
to speak t'ye, Effie." 

" I canna see naebody," said Effie, with the hasty 
irritability which misery had rendered more acute 
" I canna see naebody, and least of a' her Bid 
her take care of the auld man I am naething to 
ony o* them now, nor them to me." 

" She says she maun see ye, though," said Rat- 
cliffe ; and Jeanie, rushing into the apartment, 
threw her arms round her sister's neck, who writh- 
ed to extricate herself from her embrace. 

" What signifies coming to greet ower me," said 
poor Effie, " when you have killed me ? killed 
me, when a word of your mouth would have saved 
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me killed me, when I am an innocent creature 
innocent of that guilt at least and me that wad hae 
wared body and soul to save your finger from being 
hurt I" 

" You shall not die/' said Jeanie, with enthusias- 
tic firmness ; " say what ye like o' me think what 
ye like o' me only promise for I doubt your 
proud heart that ye wunna harm yourself, and 
you shall not die this shameful death.'* 

" A shameful deatli I will not die, Jeanie, lass. I 
have that in my heart though it has been ower 
kind a ane that wunna bide shame. Gae hame to 
our father, and think iiae mair on me I have eat 
my last earthly meal." 

" O, this was what I feared I" said Jeanie. 

" Hout, tout, hinnie," said Ratcliffe ; " it's but 
little ye ken o' thae things. Ane aye thinks at the 
first dinnle o' the sentence, they hae heart enough 
to die rather than bide out the sax weeks ; but they 
aye bide the sax weeks out for a' that. I ken the 
gate o't weel ; I hae fronted the doomster three 
times, and here I stand, Jim Ratcliffe, for a' that. 
Had I tied my napkin strait the first time, as I had 
a great mind till't and it was a' about a bit grey 
co wt, wasna worth ten punds sterling where would 
I have been now ?" 

" And how did you escape ?" said Jeanie, the 
fates of this man, at first so odious to her, having 
acquired a sudden interest in her eyes from their 
correspondence with those of her sister. 

" How did I escape ?" said Ratcliffe, with a know* 
ing wink, " I tell ye 1 'scapit in a way that nae- 
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body will escape from this Tolbooth while I keep 
the keys." 

" My sister shall come out in the face of the sun," 
said Jeanie ; " I will go to London, and beg her 
pardon from the king and queen. If they pardon- 
ed Porteous, they may pardon her ; if a sister asks 
a sister's life on her bended knees, they will par- 
don her they shall pardon her and they will win 
a thousand hearts by it." 

Effie listened in bewildered astonishment, and so 
earnest was her sister's enthusiastic assurance, that 
she almost involuntarily caught a gleam of hope; 
but it instantly faded away. 

" Ah, Jeanie ! the king and queen live in London, 
a thousand miles from this far ayont the saut sea; 
I'll be gane before ye win there !" 

" You are mistaen," said Jeanie ; " it is no sae 
far, and they go to it by land ; I learned something 
about thae things from Reuben Uutler." 

" Ah, Jeanie ! ye never learned ony thing but 
what was gude frae the folk ye keep it company 
wi' ; but I but I" she wrung her hands, and wept 
bitterly. 

" Dinna think on that now," said Jeanie ; " there 
will be time for that if the present space be redeem- 
ed. Fare ye weel ! Unless I die by the road, I 
will see the king's face that gies grace. O, sir," 
(to Ratclifte,) " be kind to her She ne'er kend 
what it was to need stranger's kindness till now. 
Fareweel fareweel, Effie ! Dinna speak to me I 
maunna greet now my head's ower dizzy already !" 

She tore herself from her sister's arms, and left 

VOL. xn. g 
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the cell. Ratcliffe followed her, and beckoned her 
into a small room. She obeyed his signal, but not 
without trembling. 

" What's the fule thing shaking for ?" said he ; 
" I mean nothing but civility to you. D nine, I 
respect you, and I can't help it. You have so much 
spunk, that, d n me, but 1 think there's some 
chance of your carrying the day. But you must 
not go to the king tiJl you have made some friend ; 
try the duke try MacCallummore ; he's Scotland's 
friend I ken that the great folks dinnamuckle like 
him but they fear him, and that will serve your 
purpose as weel. D'ye ken naebody wad gie ye a 
letter to him ?" 

" Duke of Argyle ?" said Jeanie, recollecting her- 
self suddenly " what was he to that Argyle that 
suffered in my father's time in the persecution ?" 

" His son or grandson, I'm thinking," said Rat- 
cliffe ; " but what o' that ?" 

" Thank God !" said Jeanie, devoutly clasping 
her hands. 

" You whigs are aye thanking God for some- 
thing," said the ruffian. " But hark ye, hinny, I'll 
tell ye a secret. Ye may meet wi' rough customers 
on the Border, or in the Midland, afore ye get to 
Lunnon. Now, deil ane o' them will touch an 
acquaintance o' Daddic Ratton's ; for though I am 
retired frae public practice, yet they ken 1 can do 
a gude or an ill turn yet and deil a gude fellow 
that has been but a twelvemonth on the lay, be he 
ruffler or padder, but he knows my gybe* as well 
* Pass. 
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as the jark* of o'er a queer cuffinf in England . 
and there's rogue's Latin for you." 

It was, indeed, totally unintelligible to Jeanie 
Deans, who was only impatient to escape from him. 
He hastily scrawled a line or two on a dirty piece 
of paper, and said to her, as she drew hack when 
he offered it, " Hey ! what the deil it wunna bite 
you, my lass if it does nae glide, it can do nae ill. 
But I wish you to show it, if you have ony fasherie 
wi' oriy o' St Nicholas's clerks." 

" Alas !" said she, " I do not understand what 
you mean?" 

" I mean, if ye fall among thieves, my precious, 
that is a Scripture phrase, if ye will hae ane the 
bauldest of them will ken a scart o' my guse feather. 
And now awa wi' ye and stick to Argyle ; if ony 
body can do the job, it maun be him." 

After casting an anxious look at the grated win- 
dows and blackened walls of the old Tolbooth, and 
another scarce less anxious at the hospitable lod- 
ging of Mrs Saddletree, Jeanie turned her back on 
that quarter, and soon after on the city itself. She 
reached Saint Leonard's Crags without meeting any 
one whom she knew, which, in the state of her mind, 
she considered as a great blessing. I must do nae- 
thing, she thought, as she went along, that can 
soften or weaken my heart it's ower weak already 
for what I hae to do. I will think and act as firm- 
ly as I can, and speak as little. 

There was an ancient servant, or rather cottar, of 

* Seal. ) Justice of Peace. 
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her father's, who had lived under him for many 
years, and whose fidelity was worthy of full confi- 
dence. She sent for this woman, and explaining to 
her that the circumstances of her family required 
that she should undertake a journey, which would 
detain her for some weeks from home, she gave 
her full instructions concerning the management of 
the domestic affairs in her absence. With a preci- 
sion, which, upon reflection, she herself could riot 
help wondering at, she described and detailed the 
most minute steps which were to be taken, and 
especially such as were necessary for her father's 
comfort. " It was probable/' she said, " that he 
would return to St Leonard's to-morrow ; certain 
that he w r ould return very soon all must be in 
order for him. He had eneugh to distress him, 
without being fashed about warldly matters." 

In the meanwhile she toiled busily, along with 
May Hettly, to leave nothing unarranged. 

It was deep in the night when all these matters 
were settled ; and when they had partaken of some 
food, the first which Jeanie had tasted on that event- 
ful day, May Hettly, whose usual residence was a 
cottage at a little distance from Deans's house, ask- 
ed her young mistress, whether she would not per- 
mit her to remain in the house all night ? " Ye 
hae had an awfu' day/' she said, " and sorrow and 
fear are but bad companions in the watches of the 
night, as I hae heard the gudeman say himsell." 

" They are ill companions indeed/' said Jeanie ; 
" but I maun learn to abide their presence, and 
better begin in the house than in the field." 
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She dismissed her aged assistant accordingly,,,' 
for so slight was the gradation in their rank of life, 
that we can hardly term May a servant, and pro- 
ceeded to make a few preparations for her journey. 

The simplicity of her education and country 
made these preparations very brief and easy. Her 
tartan screen served all the purposes of a riding- 
habit, and of an umbrella ; a small bundle contain- 
ed such changes of linen as were absolutely neces- 
sary. Barefooted, as Sancho says, she had come 
into the world, and barefooted she proposed to 
perform her pilgrimage ; and her clean shoes and 
change of snow-white thread stockings were to be 
reserved for special occasions of ceremony. She 
was not aware, that the Knglish habits of comfort 
attach an idea of abject misery to the idea of a 
barefooted traveller ; and if the objection of clean- 
liness had been made to the practice, she would 
have been apt to vindicate herself upon the very 
frequent ablutions to which, with Mahometan scru- 
pulosity, a Scottish damsel of some condition usual- 
ly subjects herself. Thus far, therefore, all was 
well. 

From an oaken press or cabinet, in which her 
father kept a few old books, and two or three bun- 
dles of papers, besides his ordinary accounts and 
receipts, she sought out and extracted from a parcel 
of notes of sermons, calculations of interest, records 
of dying speeches of the martyrs, and the like, one 
or two documents which she thought might be of 
some use to her upon her mission. But the most 
important difficulty remained behind, and it had 
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not occurred to her until that very evening. It 
was the want of money, without which it was im- 
possible she could undertake so distant a journey 
as she now meditated. 

David Deans, as we have said, was easy, and 
even opulent in his circumstances. But his wealth, 
like that of the patriarchs of old, consisted in his 
kino and herds, and in two or three sums lent out 
at interest to neighbours or relatives, who, far from 
being in circumstances to pay any thing to account 
of the principal sums, thought they did all that was 
incumbent on them when, with considerable diffi- 
culty, they discharged " the annual rent." To these 
debtors it would be in vain, therefore, to apply, 
even with her father's concurrence ; nor could she 
hope to obtain such concurrence, or assistance in 
any mode, without such a series of explanations 
and debates as she felt might deprive her totally 
of the power of taking the step, which, however 
daring and hazardous, she knew was absolutely ne- 
cessary for trying the last chance in favour of her 
sister. Without departing from filial reverence, 
Jeanie had an inward conviction that the feelings of 
her father, however just, and upright, and honour- 
able, were too little in unison with the spirit of the 
time to admit of his being a good judge of the 
measures to be adopted in this crisis. Herself more 
flexible in manner, though no less upright in prin- 
ciple, she felt that to ask his consent to her pil- 
grimage would be to encounter the risk of draw- 
ing down his positive prohibition, and under that 
believed her journey could not be blessed in 
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its progress and event. Accordingly, she had de- 
termined upon the means by which she might com- 
municate to him her undertaking and its purpose, 
shortly after her actual departure. But it was im- 
possible to apply to him for money without alter- 
ing this arrangement, and discussing fully the pro- 
priety of her journey; pecuniary assistance from 
that quarter, therefore, was laid out of the ques- 
tion. 

It now occurred to Jeanie that she should have 
consulted with Mrs Saddletree on this subject. 
But, besides the time that must now necessarily be 
lost in recurring to her assistance, Jeanie internally 
revolted from it. Her heart acknowledged the 
goodness of Mrs Saddletree's general character, 
and the kind interest she took in their family mis- 
fortunes ; but still she felt that Mrs Saddletree 
was a woman of an ordinary and worldly way of 
thinking, incapable, from habit and temperament, 
of taking a keen or enthusiastic view of such a re- 
solution as she had formed ; and to debate the point 
with her, and to rely upon her conviction of -its 
propriety for the means of carrying it into execu- 
tion, would have been gall and wormwood. 

Butler, whose assistance she might have been 
assured of, was greatly poorer than herself. In 
these circumstances, she formed a singular resolu- 
tion for the purpose of surmounting this difficulty, 
the execution of which will form the subject of the 
next chapter. 
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OFI AFTER XI. 

*Tis the voice of the sluggard, I've heard him complain, 
" You have waked me too soon, I must slumber again;" 
As the door on. its hinges, so he on his hed, 
Turns his side, and his shoulders, and his heavy head. 

J)n WATTS. 

THE mansion-house of Dumbiedikes, to which 
we are now to introduce our readers, lay three or 
four miles no matter for the exact topography 
to the southward of St Leonard's. It had once 
bonm the appearance of some little celebrity ; for 
the " &uld laird," whose humours and pranks were 
often mentioned in the alehouses for about a mile 
round it, wore a sword, kept a good horse, and a 
brace of greyhounds ; brawled, swore, and betted 
at cock-fights and horse-matches ; followed Somer- 
ville of Drum's hawks, and the Lord Ross's hounds, 
an4 called himself point devise a gentleman. But 
the line had been vailed of its splendour in the 
present proprietor, who cared for no rustic amuse- 
ments, and was as saving, timid, and retired, as his 
father had been at once grasping and selfishly ex- 
travagant, daring, wild, and intrusive. 

Dumbiedikes was what is called in Scotland a 
single house ; that is, having only one room occu- 
pying its whole depth from back to front, each of 
which single apartments was illuminated by six or 
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eight cross lights, whose diminutive panes and 
heavy frames permitted scarce so much light to 
enter as shines through one well-constructed mo- 
dern window. This inartificial edifice, exactly such 
as a child would build with cards, had a steep 
roof flagged with coarse grey stones instead of 
slates ; a half-circular turret, battlemented, or, to 
use the appropriate phrase, bartizan'd on the top, 
served as a case for a narrow turnpike-stair, by 
which an ascent was gained from story to story ; 
and at the bottom of the said turret was a door 
studded with large-headed nails. There was no 
lobby at the bottom of the tower, and scarce a land- 
ing-place opposite to the doors which gave access 
to the apartments. One or two low and dilapi- 
dated out-houses, connected by a court-yard wall 
equally ruinous, surrounded the mansion. The 
court had been paved, but the flags being partly dis- 
placed, and partly renewed, a gallant crop of docks 
and thistles sprung up between them, and the small 
garden, which opened by a postern through the 
wall, seemed not to be in a much more orderly con- 
dition. Over the low-arched gateway which led 
into the yard, there was a carved stone, exhibiting 
some attempt at armorial bearings ; and above the 
inner entrance hung, and had hung for many years, 
the mouldering hatchment, which announced that 
umquhile Laurence Dumbie, of Dumbiedikes, had 
been gathered to his fathers in Newbattle kirk- 
yard. The approach to this palace of pleasure was 
by a road formed by the rude fragments of stone 
gathered from the fields, and it was surrounded by 
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ploughed but unenclosed land. Upon a baulk, that 
is, an unploughcd ridge of land interposed among 
the corn, the Laird's trusty palfrey was tethered 
by the head, and picking a meal of grass. The 
whole argued neglect and discomfort ; the conse- 
quence, however, of idleness and indifference, not 
of poverty. 

In this inner court, not without a sense of bash- 
fulness and timidity, stood Jeanie Deans, at an 
early hour in a fine spring morning. She was no 
heroine of romance, and therefore looked with some 
curiosity and interest on the mansion-house and 
domains, of which, it might at that moment occur 
to her, a little encouragement, such as women of 
all ranks know by instinct how to apply, might 
have made her mistress. Moreover, she was no 
person of taste beyond her time, rank, and country, 
and certainly thought the house of Dumbicdikes, 
though inferior to Ilolyroodhouse, or the palace at 
Dalkeith, was still a stately structure in its way, 
and the land a " very bonnie bit, if it were better 
seen to and done to." But Jeanie Deans was a 
plain, true-hearted, honest girl, who, while she ac- 
knowledged all the splendour of her old admirer's 
habitation, and the value of his property, never for 
a moment harboured a thought of doing the Laird, 
Butler, or herself, the injustice, which many ladies 
of higher rank would not have hesitated to do to 
all three, on much less temptation. 

Her present errand being with the Laird, she 
looked round the offices to see if she could find any 
domestic to announce that she wished to see him. 
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As all was silence, she ventured to open one door ; 
it was the old Laird's dog-kennel, now deserted, 
unless when occupied, as one or two tubs seemed 
to testify, as a washing-house. She tried another 
it was the roofless shed where the hawks had 
been once kept, as appeared from a perch or two 
not yet completely rotten, and a lure and jesses 
which were mouldering on the wall. A third door 
led to the coal-house, which was well stocked. To 
keep a very good fire, was one of the few points of 
domestic, management in which Dumbiedikes was 
positively active ; in all other matters of domestic 
economy he was completely passive, and at the 
mercy of his housekeeper, the same buxom dame 
whom his father had long since bequeathed to his 
charge, and who, if fame did her no injustice, had 
feathered her nest pretty well at his expense. 

Jeanie went on opening doors, like the second 
Calender wanting an eye, in the castle of the hun- 
dred obliging damsels, until, like the said prince er- 
rant, she came to a stable. The Highland Pegasus, 
Rory Bean, to which belonged the single entire 
stall, was her old acquaintance, whom she had seen 
grazing on the baulk, as she failed not to recognise 
by the well-known ancient riding furniture and 
demi-pique saddle, which half hung on the walls, 
half trailed on the litter. Beyond the " treviss," 
which formed one side of the stall, stood a cow, 
who turned her head and lowed when Jeanie came 
into the stable, an appeal which her habitual occu- 
pations enabled her perfectly to understand, and 
with which she could, not refuse complying, by 
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shaking down some fodder to the animal, which 
had been neglected like most things else in this 
castle of the sluggard. 

While she was accommodating " the milky mo- 
ther" witli the food which she should have recei- 
ved two hours sooner, a slip-shod wench peeped 
into the stable, and perceiving that a stranger was 
employed in discharging the task which she, at 
length, and reluctantly, had quitted her slumbers 
to perform, ejaculated, " Eh, sirs ! the Brownie ! 
the .Brownie !" and fled, yelling as if she had seen 
tlte devil. 

To explain her terror, it may be necessary to 
notice, that the old house of Dumbiedikes had, ac- 
cording to report, been long haunted by a Brownie, 
one of those familiar spirits, who were believed in 
ancient times to supply the deficiencies of the ordi- 
nary labourer 

" Whirl the long mop, and ply the airy flail." 

Certes, the convenience of such a supernatural as- 
sistant could have been nowhere more sensibly felt, 
than in a family where the domestics were so lit- 
tle disposed to personal activity ; yet this serving 
maiden was so far from rejoicing in seeing a sup- 
posed aerial substitute discharging a task which she 
should have long since performed herself, that she 
proceeded to raise the family by her screams of 
horror, uttered as thick as if the Brownie had been 
flaying her. Jeanie, who had immediately resigned 
her temporary occupation, and followed the yelling 
damsel into the court-yard, in order to undeceive 
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and appease her, was there met by Mrs Janet Bal- 
christie, the favourite sultana of the last Laird, as 
scandal went the housekeeper of the present. 
The good-looking- buxom woman, betwixt forty 
and fifty, (for such we described her at the death of 
the last Laird,) was now a fat, red-faced, old dame 
of seventy, or thereabouts, fond of her place, and 
jealous of her authority. Conscious that her admi- 
nistration did not rest on so sure a basis as in the 
time of the old proprietor, this considerate lady 
had introduced into the family the screamer afore- 
said, who added good features and bright eyes to 
the powers of her lungs. She made no conquest 
of the Laird, however, who seen^ed to live as if 
there was not another woman in the world but 
Jeariie Deans, and to bear no very ardent or over- 
bearing affection even to her. Mrs Janet Balchristie, 
notwithstanding, had her own uneasy thoughts 
upon the almost daily visits to Saint Leonard's 
Crags, and often, when the Laird looked at her 
wistfully and paused, according to his custom be- 
fore utterance, she expected him to say, " Jenny, I 
am gauri to change my condition ;" but she was re- 
lieved by " Jenny, I am gaun to change my shoon." 
Still, however, Mrs Balchristie regarded Jeaiiie 
Deans with no small portion of malevolence, the 
customary feeling of such persons towards any one 
who they think has the means of doing them an 
injury. But she had also a general aversion to any 
female, tolerably young, and decently well-looking, 
who showed a wish to approach the house of Dum- 
biedikes and the proprietor thereof. And as she 
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had raised her mass of mortality out of bed two 
hours earlier than usual, to come to the rescue of 
her clamorous niece, she was in such extreme bad 
humour against all and sundry, that Saddletree 
would have pronounced, that she harboured inimi- 
citiam contra omnes mortales. 

" Wha the deil are ye ?" said the fat dame to 
poor Jeanie, whom she did not immediately recog- 
nise, " scouping about a decent house at sic an hour 
in the morning 1 ?" 

" It was ane wanting to speak to the Laird," 
said Jeanie, who felt something of the intuitive ter- 
ror which she had formerly entertained for this 
termagant, when she was occasionally at Dumbie- 
dikes on business of her father's. 

" Ane ?- And what sort of ane]are ye? hae ye 
nae name? D'ye think his honour has naething 
else to do than to speak wi' ilka idle tramper that 
comes about the town, and him in his bed yet, ho- 
nest man ?" 

" Dear, Mrs Balchristie," replied Jeanie, in a sub- 
missive tone, " d'ye no mind me ? d'ye no mind 
Jeanie Deans ?" 

" Jeanie Deans ! 1" said the termagant, in accents 
affecting the utmost astonishment; then, taking 
two strides nearer to her, she peered into her face 
with a stare of curiosity, equally scornful and ma- 
lignant " I say Jeanie Deans, indeed Jeanie 
Deevil, they had better hae ca'd ye I A bonny 
spot o' wark your tittie and you hae made out, 
murdering ae puir wean, and your light limmer of 
a sister's to be hanged for't, as weel she deserves ! 
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And the like o' you to come to ony honest man's 
house, and want to be into a decent bachelor gen- 
tleman's room at this time in the morning, and him 
in his bed? Gae wa', gae wa' I" 

Jeanie was struck mute with shame at the un- 
feeling brutality of this accusation, and could not 
even find words to justify herself from the rile con- 
struction put upon her visit, when Mrs Balchristie, 
seeing her advantage, continued in the same tone, 
" Conns come, bundle up your pipes and tramp 
awa wi' ye ! ye may be seeking a father to ano- 
ther wean for ony thing I ken. If it warna that 
your father, auld David Deans, had been a tenant 
on our land, I would cry up the men-folk, and hae 
ye dookit in the burn for your impudence," 

Jeanie had already turned her back, and was 
walking towards the door of the court-yard, so that 
Mrs Balchristie, to make her last threat impressive- 
ly audible to her, had raised her stentorian voice to 
its utmost pitch. But, like many a general, she lost 
the engagement by pressing her advantage too far. 

The Laird had been disturbed in his morning 
slumbers by the tones of Mrs Balchristie's objur- 
gation, sounds in themselves by no means uncom- 
mon, but very remarkable in respect to the early 
hour at which they were now heard. He turned 
himself on the other side, however, in hopes the 
squall would blow by, when, in the course of Mrs 
Balchristie's second explosion of wrath, the name 
of Deans distinctly struck the tympanum of his ear. 
As he was, in some degree, aware of the small por- 
tion of benevolence with which his housekeeper 
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regarded the family at Saint Leonard's, lie instantly 
conceived that some message from thence was the 
cause of this untimely ire, and getting out of his 
Led, he slipt as speedily as possible into an old 
brocaded night-gown, and some other necessary 
integuments, clapped on his head his father's gold- 
laced hat, (for though he was seldom seen without 
it, yet it is proper to contradict the popular report, 
that he slept in it, as Don Quixote did in his hel- 
met,) and opening the window of his bedroom, 
beheld, to his great astonishment, the well-known 
figure of Jeanie Deans herself retreating from his 
gate ; while his housekeeper, with arms a-kimbo, 
fists clenched and extended, body erect, and head 
shaking with rage, sent after her a volley of Bil- 
lingsgate oaths. His choler rose in proportion to 
the surprise, and, perhaps, to the disturbance of his 
repose. " Hark ye," ho exclaimed from the win- 
dow, " ye auld limb of Satan wha the deil gics 
you commission to guide an honest man's daughter 
that gate?" 

Mrs Balchristie was completely caught in the 
manner. She was aware, from the unusual warmth 
with which the Laird expressed himself, that he 
was quite serious in this matter, and she knew that, 
with all his indolence of nature, there were points 
on which he might be provoked, and that, being 
provoked, he had in him something dangerous, 
which her wisdom taught her to fear accordingly. 
She began, therefore, to retract her false step as fast 
as she could. " She was but speaking for the 
house 6 credit, and she couldna think of disturbing 
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his honour in the morning sae early, when the young 
woman might as weel wait or call again ; and to he 
sure, she might make a mistake hetween the twa 
sisters, for ane o' them wasna sae creditable an ac- 
quaintance." 

" Hand your peace, ye auld jade," said Dumbie- 
dikes ; " the warst quean e'er stude in their shoon 
may ca' you cousin, an a' be true that I have heard. 
Jeanie, my woman, gang into the parlour but stay, 
that winna be redd up yet wait there a minute till 
I come doun to let ye in Dinna mind what Jenny 
says to ye." 

Na, na," said Jenny, with a laugh of affected 
heartiness, " never mind me, lass a' the warld kens 
my bark's waur than my bite if ye had had an 
appointment wi' the Laird, ye might hae tauld me 
I am nae uncivil person gang your ways in by, 
hinny." And she opened the door of the house with 
a master-key. 

" But I had no appointment wi' the Laird," said 
Jeanie, drawing back; " I want just to speak twa 
words to him, and I wad rather do it standing here, 
Mrs Balchristie." 

" In the open court-yard ? Na, na, that wad never 
do, lass ; we maunna guide ye that gate neither 
And how's that douce honest man, your father ?" 

Jeanie was saved the pain of answering this 
hypocritical question by the appearance of the Laird 
himself. 

" Gang in and get breakfast ready," said he to 
his housekeeper " and, d'ye hear, breakfast wi' us 
yoursell ye ken how to manage thae porringers 
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of tea- water and, hear ye, see abune a' that there's 
a gude fire. Weel, Jeanie, my woman, gang in 
by gang in by, and rest ye." 

" Na, Laird." Jeanie replied, endeavouring as 
much as she could to express herself with compo- 
sure, notwithstanding she still trembled, " I canna 
gang in I have alang day's darg afore me I maun 
be twenty mile o' gate the night yet, if feet will 
carry me." 

" Guide and deliver us ! twenty mile twenty 
mile on your feet!" ejaculated Dumbiedikes, whose 
walks were of a very circumscribed diameter, 
" Ye maun never think o' that come in by." 

" I canna do that, Laird," replied Jeanie ; " the 
twa words I hae to say to ye I can say here ; forby 
that Mrs Balchristie" 

" The deil flee awa wi' Mrs Balchristie," said 
Dumbiedikes, " and he'll hae a heavy lading o' her I 
I tell ye, Jeanie Deans, I am a man of few words, 
but I am laird at hame, as weel as in the field ; deil 
a brute or body about my house but I can manage 
when I like, except Rory Bean, my powny ; but I 
can seldom be at the plague, an it binna when my 
blind's up." 

" I was wanting to say to ye, Laird," said Jeanie, 
who felt the necessity of entering upon her busi- 
ness, " that I was gaun a lang journey, outby of 
my father's knowledge." 

" Outby his knowledge, Jeanie ! Is that right ? 
Ye maun think o't again it's no right," said Dum- 
biedikes, with a countenance of great concern. 
" If I were anes at Lunnon," said Jeauie, in ex- 
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culpation, " I am amaist sure I could get means to 
speak to the queen about my sister's life." 

u Lunnon and the queen and her sister's life !" 
said Dumbiedikes, whistling for very amazement 
u the lassie's demented." 

" I am no out o' my mind," said she, " and, sink 
or swim, I am determined to gang* to Lunnon, if I 
suld beg my way frae door to door and so I maun, 
unless ye wad lend me a small sum to pay my 
expenses little thing will do it ; and ye ken my 
father's a man of substance, and wad see nae man, 
far less you, Laird, come to loss by me." 

Dumbiedikes, on comprehending the nature of 
this application, could scarce trust his ears he 
made no answer whatever, but stood with his eyes 
riveted on the ground. 

" I see ye are no for assisting me, Laird," said 
Jeanie ; " sac fare ye weel and gang and see my 
poor father as aften as ye can he will be lonely 
eneugh now." 

" Where is the silly bairn gaun ?" said Dumbie- 
dikes ; and, laying hold of her hand, he led her into 
the house. " It's no that I didna think o't before/' 
lie said, " but it stack in my throat." 

Thus speaking to himself, he led her into an old- 
fashioned parlour, shut the door behind them, and 
fastened it with a bolt. While Jeanie, surprised 
at this manoeuvre, remained as near the door as pos- 
sible, the Laird quitted her hand, and pressed upon 
a spring lock fixed in an oak panel in< the wains- 
cot, which instantly slipped aside. An iron strong- 
box was discovered in a recess of the wall; he open* 
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ed this also, and, pulling out two or three drawers, 
showed that they were filled with leathern-bags, 
full of gold and silver coin. 

" This is my bank, Jeanie lass," he said, looking 
first at her, and then at the treasure, with an air of 
great complacency, " nane o' your goldsmith's hills 
for me, they bring folk to ruin." 

Then suddenly changing his tone, he resolutely 
said "Jeanie, I will make ye Leddy Dumbiedikes 
afore the sun sets, and ye may ride to Luimon in 
your ain coach, if ye like." 

" Na, Laird," said Jeanie, " that can never be 
my father's grief my sister's situation the dis- 
credit to you" 

" That's my business," said Dumbiedikes ; " ye 
wad say naething about that if ye werena a fule 
and yet I like ye the better for't ae wise body's 
enough in the married state. 13ut if your heart's 
ower fu', take what siller will serve ye, and let it be 
when ye come back again as gude syne as sune." 

" But, Laird," said Jeanie, who felt the neces- 
sity of being explicit with so extraordinary a lover, 
" I like, another man better than you, and I canna 
marry ye." 

" Another man better than me, Jeanie?" said 
Dumbiedikes " how is that possible ? It's no 
possible, woman ye hae kend me sae lang." 

" Ay but, Laird," said Jeaiiie, with persevering 
simplicity, " I hae kend him langer." 

" Langer? It's no possible !" exclaimed the poor 
Laird. " It canna be ; ye were born on the land. 
O Jeanie woman, ye haena lookit ye haena seen 
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the half o' tlie gear." He drew out another drawer 
" A' gowd, Jeanie, and there's bands for siller 
l^nt And the rental book, Jeanie clear three 
hunder sterling deil a wadset, heritable band, or 
burden Ye haena lookit at them, woman And 
then my mother's wardrobe, and my grandmother's 
JJorby silk gowns wad stand on their ends, pear- 
lin-lace as fine as spiders' webs, and rings and 
ear- rings to the boot of a' that they are a' in the 
chamber of deas Oh, Jeanie, gang up the stair 
and look at them !" 

But Jeanie held fast her integrity, though beset 
Avith temptations, which perhaps the Laird of Dum- 
biedikes did not greatly err in supposing were those 
most affecting to her sex. 

" It cannabe, Laird I have said it and I canna 
break my word till him, if ye wad gie me the haill 
barony of Dalkeith, and Lugton into the bargain." 

" Your word to him" said the Laird, somewhat 
pettishly; "but wha is he, Jeanie? whais he? 
I haena heard his name yet Come now, Jeanie, ye 
are but queering us I am no trowing that there is 
sic a ane in the warld yo are but making fashion 
What is he ? wha is he ?" 

" Just Reuben Butler, that's schulemaster at Lib- 
berton," said Jeanie. 

" Reuben Butler! Reuben Butler I" echoed the 
Laird of Dumbiedikes, pacing the apartment in high 
disdain, " Reuben Butler, the dominie at Libber- 
ton and a dominie depute too ! Reuben, the son 
of my cottar ! Very weel, Jeanie lass, wilfu' wo- 
man will hae her way Reuben Butler! he hasna 
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in his pouch the value o' the auld hlack coat he 
wears but it disna signify." And, as he spoke, lie 
shut successively, and with vehemence, the drawers 
of his treasury. " A fair oftVr, Jeanie, is nae cause 
of feud Ae man may bring a horse to the water, 
but twenty wunna gar him drink And as for was- 
ting my substance on other folk's joes" 

There was something in the last hint that net- 
tled Jeanie's honest pride. " I was begging nane 
frae your honour," she said ; " least of a' on sic, a 
score as ye pit it on. Gude morning to ye, sir ; 
ye liae been kind to my father, and it isna in my 
heart to think otherwise than kindly of yon." 

So saying, she left the room, without listening 
to a faint " But, Jeanie Jeanie stay, woman !" 
and traversing the court-yard with a quick step, 
she set out on her forward journey, her bosom 
glowing with that natural indignation and shame, 
which an honest mind feels at having subjected it- 
self to ask a favour, which had been unexpectedly 
refused. When out of the Laird's ground, and 
once more upon the public road, her pace slacken- 
ed, her anger cooled, and anxious anticipations of 
the consequence of this unexpected disappoint- 
ment began to influence her with other feelings. 
Must she then actually beg her way to London? for 
such seemed the alternative ; or must she turn back, 
and solicit her father for money ; and by doing so 
lose time, which was precious, besides the risk of 
encountering his positive prohibition respecting her 
journey? Yet she saw no medium between these 
alternatives ; and, while she walked slowly on, was 
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still meditating whether it were not better to re- 
turn. 

While she was thus in an uncertainty, she heard 
the clatter of a horse's hoofs, and a well-known 
voice calling' her name. She looked round, and saw 
advancing towards her on a pony, whose bare 
back and halter assorted ill with the nightgown, 
slippers, and laced cocked-hat of the rider, a cava- 
lier of no less importance than Dumbiedikes him- 
self. In the energy of his pursuit, he had over- 
come even the Highland obstinacy of Rory Bean, 
and compelled that self-willed palfrey to canter the 
way his rider chose ; which Rory, however, per- 
formed with all the symptoms of reluctance, turn- 
ing his head, and accompanying every bound he 
made in advance with a side-long motion, which 
indicated his extreme wish to turn round, a ma- 
noeuvre which nothing but the constant exercise of 
the Laird's heels and cudgel could possibly have 
counteracted. 

When the Laird came up with Jeanie, the first 
words he uttered were, " Jcaiiie, they say ane 
shouldna aye take a woman at her first word ?' 

" Ay, but ye maun take me at mine, Laird," 
said Jeanie, looking on the ground, and walking on 
without a pause. " I hae but ae word to bestow 
on ony body, and that's aye a true ane." 

" Then," said Dumbiedikes, " at least ye suldna 
aye take a man at his first word. Yemaunnagang 
this wilfu' gate sillerless, come o't what like." 
He put a purse into her hand. " I wad gie you 
Rory too, but he's as wilfu' as yoursell and he's 
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ower weel used to a gate that maybe lie and I liae 
gaen ower aften, and he'll gang riae road else." 

" But, Laird/' said Jeanie, " though I ken my 
father will satisfy every penny of this siller, what- 
ever there's o t, yet I wadna like to borrow it frae 
ane that maybe thinks of something rnair than tlie 
paying o't back again/* 

" There's just twenty-five guineas o't,"said Dum- 
biedikes, with a gentle sigh, " and whether your 
father pays or disria pay, I make ye free till't with- 
out another word. Gang where ye like do what 
ye like and marry a' the Butlers in the country, 
gin ye like And sae, glide morning to you, Jeanic." 

" And God bless you, Laird, wi' mony a gude 
morning," said Jeanie, her heart more softened by 
the unwonted generosity of this uncouth character, 
than perhaps Butler might have approved, had he 
known her feelings at that moment ; " and com- 
fort, and the Lord's peace, and the peace of the 
world, be with you, if we suld never meet again!" 

Dumbiedikes turned and waved his hand ; and 
his pony, much more willing to return than he had 
been to set out, hurried him homewards so fast, 
that, wanting the aid of a regular bridle, as well as 
of saddle and stirrups, he was too much puzzled 
to keep his seat to permit of his looking behind, 
even to give the parting glance of a forlorn swain, 
I am ashamed to say, that the sight of a lover, run 
away with in nightgown and slippers and a laced 
hat, by a bare-backed Highland pony, had some- 
thing in it of a sedative, even to a grateful and 
deserved burst of affectionate esteem. The figure 
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of Dumbiedikes was too ludicrous not to confirm 
Jeanie in the original sentiments she entertained 
towards him. 

" He's a glide creature/' said she, " and a kind 
it's a pity lie has sae will yard a powny." And 
she immediately turned her tlio lights to the im- 
portant journey which she had commenced, reflect- 
ing with pleasure, that, according to her habits of 
life and of undergoing fatigue, she was now amply 
or even superfluously provided with the means of 
encountering the expenses of the road, up and down 
from London, and all other expenses whatever. 
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CHAPTER XL 

What strange arid wayward thoughts will slide 

Into a lover's head ; 
" O mercy !" to mysclf I cried, 

" It' Lucy should be dead !" 

WORDSWORTH. 

IN pursuing her solitary journey, our heroine, 
soon after passing the house of Dumbiedikcs, gain- 
ed a little eminence, from which, on looking to the 
eastward down a prattling brook, whose meanders 
were shaded with straggling willows and alder 
trees, she could see the cottages of Woodend arid 
Beersheba, the haunts and habitation of her early 
life, and could distinguish the common on which 
she had so often herded sheep, and the recesses of 
the rivulet where she had pulled rushes with But- 
ler, to plait crowns and sceptres for her sister Kffie, 
then a beautiful but spoiled child, of about three 
years old. The recollections which the scene 
brought with them were so bitter, that, had she 
indulged them, she would have sate down and re- 
lieved her heart with tears. 

" But I kend," said Jcanie, when she gave an 
account of her pilgrimage, that greeting would 
do but little good, and that it was mair beseeming 
to thank the Lord, that had showed me kindness 
and countenance by means of a man, that mony 
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ca'd a Nabal and churl, but wha was free of his 
gudes to mo as ever the fountain was free of the 
stream. And I minded the Scripture about the sin 
of Israel at Meribah, when the people murmured, 
although Moses had brought water from the dry 
rock that the congregation might drink and live. 
Sae, I wad not trust mysell with another look at 
puir Woodend, for the very blue reek that came 
out of the lum-head pat me in mind of the change 
of market days with us/' 

In this resigned and Christian temper she pur- 
sued her journey, until she was beyond this place 
of melancholy recollections, and not distant from 
the village where Butler dwelt, which, with its old- 
fashioned church and steeple, rises among a tuft 
of trees, occupying the ridge of an eminence to 
the south of Edinburgh. At a quarter of a mile's 
distance is a clumsy square tower, the residence of 
the Laird of Libberton, who, in former times, with 
the habits of the predatory chivalry of Germany, 
is said frequently to have annoyed the city of Edin- 
burgh, by intercepting the supplies and merchan- 
dise which came to the town from tire southward. 

This village, its tower, and its church, did not 
lie precisely in Jeauic's road towards England ; 
but they were not much aside from it, and the vil- 
lage was the abode of Butler. She had resolved 
to see him in the beginning of her journey, because 
she conceived him the most proper person to write 
to her father concerning her resolution and her 
hopes. There was probably another reason latent 
in her affectionate bosom. She wished once moro 
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to sec tlie object of so early and so sincere an 
attachment, before commencing- a pilgrimage, the 
perils of which she did not disguise from herself, 
although she did not allow them so to press upon 
her mind as to diminish the strength and energy 
of her resolution. A visit to a lover from a young 
person in a higher rank of life than JeauieX would 
have had something forward and improper in its 
character. But the simplicity of her rural habits 
was unacquainted with these punctilious ideas of 
decorum, and no notion, therefore, of impropriety 
crossed her imagination, as, setting out upon a long 
journey, she went to bid adieu to an early friend. 
There was still another motive that pressed upon 
her mind with additional force as she approached 
the village. She had looked anxiously for Butler 
in the court -house,_and had expected that certain- 
ly, in some part of that eventful day, he would have 
appeared to bring such countenance and support as 
he could give to his old friend, and the protector 
of his youth, even if her own claims were laid aside. 
She knew, indeed, that he was under a certain de- 
gree of restraint ; but she still had hoped that he 
would have found means to emancipate himself 
from it, at least for one day. In short, the wild 
and wayward thoughts which Wordsworth has de- 
scribed as rising in an absent lover's imagination, 
suggested, as the only explanation of his absence, 
that Butler must be very ill. And so much had 
this wrought on her imagination, that when she 
approached the cottage in which her lover occupied 
a small apartment, and which had been pointed out 
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to her by a maiden with a milk-pail on her head, 
she trembled at anticipating- the answer she might 
receive on enquiring for him. 

Her fears in this case had, indeed, only hit upon 
the truth. Butler, whose constitution was natu- 
rally feeble, did not soon recover the fatigue of 
body and distress of mind which he had suffered, 
in consequence of tin; tragical events with which 
our narrative commenced. The painful idea that 
his character was breathed on by suspicion, was an 
aggravation to his distress. 

But the most cruel addition was the absolute 
prohibition laid by the magistrates on his holding 
any communication with Deans or his family. It 
had unfortunately appeared likely to them, that 
some intercourse might be again attempted with 
that family l>y Robertson, through the medium of 
Butler, and this they were anxious to intercept, or 
prevent, if possible. The measure was not meant 
as a harsh or injurious severity on the part of the 
magistrates ; but, in Butler's circumstances, it 
pressed cruelly hard. He felt he must be suffer- 
ing under the bad opinion of the person who was 
dearest to him, from an imputation of unkind de- 
sertion, the most alien to his nature. 

This painful thought, pressing on a frame alrea- 
dy injured, brought on a succession of slow and 
lingering feverish attacks, which greatly impaired 
his health, and at length rendered him incapable 
even of the sedentary duties of the school, on which 
his bread depended. Fortunately, old Mr Whack- 
bairn, who was the principal teacher of the little 
' s2 
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parochial establishment, was sincerely attached to 
Butler. Besides that he was sensible of his merits 
and value as an assistant, which had greatly raised 
the credit of his little school, the ancient pedagogue, 
who had himself been tolerably educated, retained 
some taste for classical lore, and would gladly re- 
lax, after the drudgery of the school was past, by 
conning over a few pages of Horace or Juvenal 
with his usher. A similarity of taste begot kind- 
ness, and he accordingly saw Butler's increasing 
debility with great compassion, roused up his own 
energies to teaching the school in the morning 
hours, insisted upon his assistant's reposing himself 
at that period, and, besides, supplied him with such 
comforts as the patient's situation required, and his 
means were inadequate to compass. 

Such was Butler's situation, scarce able to drag 
himself to the place where his daily drudgery must 
gain his daily bread, and racked with a thousand 
fearful anticipations concerning the fate of those 
who were dearest to him in the world, when the 
trial and condemnation of Eine Deans put the cope- 
stone upon his mental misery. 

He had a particular account of these events from 
a fellow-student who resided in the same village, 
and who, having been present on the melancholy 
occasion, was able to place it in all its agony of hor- 
rors before his excruciated imagination. That sleep 
should have visited his eyes, after such a curfew- 
note, was impossible. A thousand dreadful visions 
haunted his imagination all night, arid in the morn- 
ing he was awaked from a feyerish, slumber, by the 
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only circumstance which could have added to his 
distress the visit of an intrusive ass. 

This unwelcome visitant was no other than Bar- 
toline Saddletree. The worthy and sapient burgher 
had kept his appointment at MacCroskie's, with 
Plumdamas and some other neighbours, to discuss 
the Duke of Argyle's speech, the justice of Effie 
Deans's condemnation, and the improbability of 
her obtaining 1 a reprieve. This sage conclave dis- 
puted high and drank deep, and on the next morn- 
ing Bartoline felt, as he expressed it, as if his 
head was like a " confused progress of writs." 

To bring his reflective powers to their usual sere- 
nity, Saddletree resolved to take a morning's ride 
upon a certain hackney, which he, Plumdamas, and 
another honest shopkeeper, combined to maintain 
by joint subscription, for occasional jaunts for the 
purpose of business or exercise. As Saddletree had 
two children boarded with Whackbairn, and was, 
as we have seen, rather fond of Butler's society, he 
turned his palfrey's head towards Libberton, and 
came, as we have already said, to give the unfortu- 
nate usher that additional vexation, of which Imo- 
gen complains so feelingly, when she says, 

" I'm sprighted with a fool 
Sprighted and angcr'd worse." 

If any thing could have added gall to bitterness, 
it was the choice which Saddletree made of a sub- 
ject for his prosing harangues, being- the trial of 
Effie Deans, and the probability of her being exe- 
cuted. Every word fell on Butler's ear like the 
knell of a death-bell, or the note of a screech-owl. 
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Jcanic paused at the door of her lover's humble 
abode upon hearing the loud and pompous tones of 
Saddletree sounding from the inner apartment, 
" Credit me, it will be sae, Mr Butler. Brandy 
cannot save her. She maun gang down the Bow 
wi' the lad in the pioted coat* at her heels. I am 
sorry for the lassie, but the law, sir, maun hae its 
course 

4 Vivat Rex, 
Currat Lex/ 

as the poet has it, in whilk of Horace's odes I 
know not." 

Here Butler groaned, in utter impatience of the 
brutality and ignorance which Bartoline had con- 
trived to amalgamate into one sentence. But Sad- 
dletree, like other prosers, was blessed with a happy 
obtuseness of perception concerning the unfavour- 
able impression which he generally made on his 
auditors. He proceeded to deal forth his scraps of 
legal knowledge without mercy, and concluded by 
asking Butler with great self-complacency, " Was 
it na a pity my father didna send me to Utrecht ? 
Havena I missed the chance to turn out as clarissi- 
mus an ictus > as auld Grunwiggin himsell ? What- 
for dinna ye speak, Mr Butler ? Wad I no hae 
been a clarissimus ictus ? Eh, man ?" 

" I really do not understand you, Mr Saddle- 
tree/* said Butler, thus pushed hard for an answer. 
His faint and exhausted tone of voice was instantly 
drowned in the sonorous bray of Bartoline. 

* The executioner, in a livery of black or dark grey and silver 3 
likened by low wit to a magpie. 
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" No understand me, man ? Ictus is Latin for 
a lawyer, is it not ?" 

" Not that ever I beard of," answered Butler, 
in the same dejected tone. 

" The deil ye didna ! See, man, I got the word 
but this morning out of a memorial of Mr Cross- 
myloof 's see, there it is, ictus darissimus et peril 
peritissimus it's a' Latin, for it's printed in the 
Italian types." 

" O, you mean juris-comultus Ictus is an ab- 
breviation for juriS'Consultus" 

" Dinna tell me, man," persevered Saddletree, 
" there's nae abbreviates except in adjudications ; 
and this is a' about a servitude of water- drap 
that is to say, tillicidian,* (maybe yell say that's 
no Latin neither,) in Mary King's Close in the 
High Street." 

" Very likely," said poor Butler, overwhelmed 
by the noisy perseverance of his visitor. " I am 
not able to dispute with you." 

" Few folk are few folk are, Mr Butler, though 
I say it, that shouldna say it," returned Bartoline, 
with great delight. " Now, it will be twa hours 
yet or ye're wanted in the schule, and as ye are no 
weel, I'll sit wi' you to divert ye, and explain t'ye 
the nature of a tillicidian. Ye maun ken, the 
petitioner, Mrs Crombie, a very decent woman, is 
a friend of mine, and I hae stude her friend in this 
case, and brought her wi' credit into the court, and 
I doubtna that in due time she will win out o't wi' 

* He meant, probably, stillicidium* 
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credit, win she or lose she. Ye see, being an infe- 
rior tenement or laigh house, we grant ourselves 
to be burdened wi' the tillicide, that is, that we are 
obligated to receive the natural water-drap of the 
superior tenement, sae far as the same fa's frae tho 
heavens, or the roof of our neighbour's house, and 
from thence by the gutters or eaves upon our 
laigh tenement. But the other night comes a 
Highland quean of a lass, and she flashes, God kens 
what, out at the eastmost window of Mrs Mac- 
Pliail's house, that's the superior tenement. I 
believe the auld women wad hae greed, for Luckic 
MacPhail sent down the lass to tell my friend Mrs 
Crombie that she had made the gardyloo out of 
the wrang window, from respect for twa High- 
landmen that were speaking Gaelic in the close be- 
low the right ane. But luckily for Mrs Crombie, 
I just chanced to come in in time to break aff the 
communing, for it's a pity the point suldna be tried. 
We had Mrs MacPhail into the Ten-Mark Court 
The Hieland limmer of a lass wanted to swear 

herself free but hand ye there, says I" 

The detailed account of this important suit might 
have lasted until poor Butler's hour of rest was com- 
pletely exhausted, had not Saddletree been inter- 
rupted by the noise of voices at the door. The 
woman of the house where Butler lodged, on re- 
turning with her pitcher from the well, whence she 
had been fetching water for the family, found our 
heroine Jeanie Deans standing at the door, irnpa*! 
ticnt of the prolix harangue of Saddletree, yet un- 
willing to enter until he should have taken his leave. 
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The good woman abridged the period of hesita- 
tion by enquiring, " Was ye wanting the gudeman 
or me, lass ?" 

" I wanted to speak with Mr Butler, if he's at 
leisure," replied Jeanie. 

" Gang in by then, my woman," answered the 
goodwife ; and opening the door of a room, she 
announced the additional visitor with, " Mr Butler, 
hero's a lass wants to speak t'ye." 

The surprise of Butler was extreme, when Jennie, 
who seldom stirred half a mile from home, entered 
his apartment upon this annunciation. 

" Good God I" he said, starting from his chair, 
while alarm restored to his cheek the colour of 
which sickness had deprived it ; " some new mis- 
fortune must have happened !" 

" None, Mr Reuben, but what you must hae 
heard of but O, ye are looking ill yoursell !" for 
" the hectic of a moment" had not concealed from 
her affectionate eye the ravages which lingering 
disease and anxiety of mind had made in her lover's 
person. 

" No: I am well quite well," said Butler, with 
eagerness ; " if I can do any thing to assist you, 
Jeanie or your father." 

" Ay, to be sure," said Saddletree ; " the family 
may be considered as limited to them twa now, just 
as if Effie had never been in the tailzie, puir thing. 
But, Jeanie lass, what brings you out to Libberton 
sae air in the morning, and your father lying ill in 
the Luckenbooths ?" 

I had a message frae my father to Mr Butler/' 
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said Jeanie, with embarrassment ; but instantly 
feeling* ashamed of the fiction to which she had re- 
sorted, for her love of and veneration for truth was 
almost quaker-like, she corrected herself " That 
is to say, I wanted to speak with Mr Butler about 
some business of my father's and puir Effie's." 

" Ls it law business ?" said Bartoline ; " because 
if it be, ye had better take my opinion on the sub- 
ject than his." 

u It is not just law business," said Jeanie, who 
saw considerable inconvenience might arise from 
letting Mr Saddletree into the secret purpose of her 
journey ; " but I want Mr Butler to write a letter 
for me." 

" Very right," said Mr Saddletree ; " and if ye'll 
tell me what it is about, I'll dictate to Mr Butler 
as Mr Crossmyloof does to his clerk. Get your 
pen and ink in initialibus, Mr Butler." 

Jeanie looked at Butler, and wrung her hands 
with vexation and impatience. 

" I believe, Mr Saddletree," said Butler, who saw 
the necessity of getting rid of him at all events, 
" that Mr Whackbairn will be somewhat affronted, 
if you do riot hear your boys called up to their 
lessons." 

" Indeed, Mr Butler, and that's as true ; and I 
promised to ask a half play-day to the schule, so 
that the bairns might gang and see the hanging, 
which canna but have a pleasing effect on their 
young minds, seeing there is no knowing what they 
may come to themselves. Odd so, I didna mind 
ye were here, Jeanie Deans ; but ye maun use your- 
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sell to hear the matter spoken o'. Keep Jeanie 
here till I come back, Mr Butler ; I wunna bide 
ten minutes.'* 

And with this unwelcome assurance of an imme- 
diate return, he relieved them of the embarrass- 
ment of his presence. 

" Reuben," said Jeanie, who saw the necessity 
of using the interval of his absence in discussing 
what had brought her there, " I am bound on a 
lang journey I am gaun to Lunnon to ask Effie's 
life of the king and of the queen." 

" Jeanie ! you are surely riot yourself," answered 
Butler, in the utmost surprise ; " you go to Lon- 
don you address the king and queen !" 

" And what for no, Reuben?" said Jeanie, with 
all the composed simplicity of her character; "it's 
but speaking to a mortal man and woman when a' 
is done. And their hearts maun be made o' flesh 
and blood like other folk's, and Effie's story wad 
melt them were they stane. Forby, I hae heard 
that they are no sic bad folk as what the Jacobites 
ca' them." 

" Yes, Jeanie," said Butler; "but their magni- 
ficence their retinue the difficulty of getting 
audience ?" 

" I have thought of a' that, Reuben, and it shall 
not break my spirit. Nae doubt their claiths will 
be very grand, wi' their crowns on their heads, and 
their sceptres in their hands, like the great King 
Ahasuerus when he sate upon his royal throne for- 
anent the gate of his house, as we arc told in Scrip- 
ture. But I have that within me that will keep 

VOL, XII. T 
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my heart from failing, and I am amaist sure that I 
will be strengthened to speak the errand I came for." 

" Alas ! alas !" said Butler, " the kings now-a- 
days do not sit in the gate to administer justice, as 
in patriarchal times. I know as little of courts as 
you do, Jeanie, by experience ; but by reading and 
report I know, that the King of Britain does every 
thing by means of his ministers." 

"And if they be upright, God-fearing ministers," 
said Jeanie, " it's sae muckle the better chance for 
Effie and me." 

" But you do not even understand the most or- 
dinary words relating to a court," said Butler ; " by 
the ministry is meant not clergymen^ but the king's 
official servants." 

" Nae doubt," returned Jeanie, " he maun hae a 
great number mair, I daur to say, than the Duchess 
lias at Dalkeith, and great folk's servants are aye 
mair saucy than themselves. But I'll be decently 
put on, and I'll offer them a trifle o' siller, as if I 
came to see the palace. Or, if they scruple that, 
111 tell them I'm come on a business of life and 
death, and then they will surely bring me to speecli 
of the king and queen ?" 

Butler shook his head, " O Jeanie, this is en- 
tirely a wild dream. You can upver see them but 
through some great lord's intercession and I think 
it is scarce possible even then." 

" Weel, but maybe I can get that too," said 
Jeanie, " with a little helping from you." 

" From me, Jeanie ! this is the wildest imagina- 
tion of all" 
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" Ay, but it is not, Reuben. Havena I heard 
you say, that your grandfather (that my father 
never likes to hear about) did some gude laugsyne 
to the forbear of this MacCallummore, when he was 
Lord of Lorn ?" 

" He did so/' said Butler, eagerly, " and T can 
prove it. I will write to the Duke of Argyle 
report speaks him a good kindly man, as he is 
known for a bravo soldier and true patriot 1 will 
conjure him to stand between your sister and this 
cruel fate. There is but a poor chance of success, 
but we will try all means." 

" We must try all means," replied Jeanie ; " but 
writing winna do it a letter canna look, and pray, 
and beg, and beseech, as the human voice can do to 
the human heart. A letter's like the music that 
the ladies have for their spinets naething but black 
scores, compared to the same tune played or sung. 
It's word of mouth maun do it, or naething, Reu- 
ben." 

" You are right," said Reuben, recollecting his 
firmness, " and I will hope that Heaven has sug- 
gested to your kind heart and firm courage the only 
possible means of saving the life of this unfortunate 
girl. But, Jeanie, you must not take this most 
perilous journey*alone ; I have an interest in you, 
and I will not agree that my Jeanie throws herself 
away. You must even, in the present circumstances, 
give me a husband's right to protect you, and I 
will go with you myself on this journey, and assist 
you to do your duty by your family." 

" Alas, Reuben !" said Jeanie in her turn, " this 
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muf.t not be ; a pardon will not gie my sister her 
fair fame again, or make me a bride fitting for an 
honest man and an usefu' minister. Wha wad mind 
what he said in the pu'pit, that had to wife the 
sister of a woman that was condemned for sic 
wickedness !" 

" But, Jeanie," pleaded her lover, " I do not be- 
lieve, and I cannot believe, that Effie has done this 
deed." 

" Heaven bless you for saying sae, Reuben !" 
answered Jeanie ; " but she maun bear the blame 
o't, after all." 

" But that blame, were it even justly laid on her, 
does not fall on you?" 

" Ah, Reuben, Reuben," replied the young wo- 
man, " ye ken it is a blot that spreads to kith and 
kin. Ichabod as my poor father says the glory 
is departed from our house ; for the poorest man's 
house has a glory, where there are true hands, a 
divine heart, and an honest fame And the last has 
gane frae us a'." 

" But, Jeanie, consider your word and plighted 
faith to me ; and would ye undertake such a jour- 
ney without a man to protect you ? and who 
should that protector be but your husband?" 

66 You are kind and good, Reuben, and wad tak 
me wi' a' my shame, I doubtna. But ye canna but 
own that this is no time to marry or be given in 
marriage. Na, if that sidd ever be, it maun be in 
another and a 'better season. And, dear Reuben, 
ye speak of protecting me on my journey Alas ! 
who will protect and take care of you ? your very 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 221 

limbs tremble with standing 1 for ten minutes on the 
floor; how could you undertake a journey as far 
as Lunnon?" 

" But I am strong- I am well," continued But- 
ler, sinking in his seat totally exhausted, " at least 
I shall be quite well to-morrow." 

" Ye see, and ye ken, ye maun just let me de- 
part," said Jeanie, after a pause ; and then taking 
his extended hand, and gazing kindly in his face, 
she added, " It's e'en a grief the mair to me to see 
you in this way. But ye maun keep up your heart 
for Jeanie's sake, for if she isna your wife, she will 
never be the wife of living man. And now gie me 
the paper for MacCallummore, and bid God speed 
nte on my way." 

There was something of romance in Jcanie's ven- 
turous resolution ; yet, on consideration, as it seem- 
ed impossible to alter it by persuasion, or to give 
her assistance but by fidvice, Butler, after some far- 
ther debate, put into her hands the paper she de- 
sired, which, with the muster-roll in which it was 
folded up, were the sole memorials of the stout and 
enthusiastic Bible Butler, his grandfather. While 
Butler sought this document, Jeanie had time to 
take up his pocket Bible. " I have marked a scrip- 
ture," she said, as she again laid it down, " with 
your kylevine pen, that will be useful to us baith. 
And ye maun tak the trouble, Reuben, to write a; 
this to my father, for, God help me, I have neither 
head nor hand for lang letters at oiiy time, forby 
now ; and I trust him entirely to you, and I trust 
you will soon be permitted to see him. And, Reu- 

T 2 
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bon, when ye do win to the speech o' him, mind 
a' the auld man's bits o' ways, for Jeanie's sake ; 
and dinria speak o' Latin or English terms to him, 
for he's o' tlie auld warld, and downa bide to be 
fashed wi' them, though I daresay he may be 
wrang. And dinna ye say muckle to him, but set 
him on speaking- himsell, for he'll bring himsell mair 
comfort that way. And O, Reuben, the poor lassie 
in yon dung-eon ! but I neediia bid your kind heart 
gie her what comfort ye can as soon as they will 
let ye see her tell her -But I maunna speak mair 
about her, for I maunna take leave o* ye wi' the 
tear in my ee, for that wadna be canny. God bless 
ye, Reuben !" 

To avoid so ill an omen she left the room has- 
tily, while her features yet retained the mournful 
and affectionate smile which she had compelled 
them to wear, in order to support Butler's spirits. 

It seemed as if the power of sight, of speech, 
and of reflection, had left him as she disappeared 
from the room, which she had entered and retired 
from so like an apparition. Saddletree, who enter- 
ed immediately afterwards, overwhelmed him with 
questions, which he answered without understand- 
ing them, and with legal disquisitions, which con- 
veyed to him no iota of meaning. At length the 
learned burgess recollected that there was a Baron 
Court to be held at Loanhead that day, and though 
it was hardly worth while, " he might as weel go 
to see if there was ony thing doing, as he was ac- 
quainted with the baron-bailie, who was a decent 
man, and would be glad of a word of legal advice. 1 ' 
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So soon as lie departed, Butler flew to the Bible, 
the last book which Jcanic had touched. To his 
extreme surprise, a paper, containing two or three 
pieces of gold, dropped from the book. With a 
black-lead pencil, she had marked the sixteenth and 
twenty-fifth verses of the thirty-seventh Psalm, 
" A little that a righteous man hath, is better than 
the riches of the wicked." " I have been young 
and am now old, yet have I not seen the righteous 
forsaken, nor his seed begging their bread." 

Deeply impressed with the affectionate delicacy 
which shrouded its own generosity under the cover 
of a providential supply to his wants, he pressed 
the gold to his lips with more ardour than ever the 
metal was greeted with by a miser. To emulate 
her devout firmness and confidence seemed now the 
pitch of his ambition, and his first task was to write 
an account to David Deans of his daughter's reso- 
lution and journey southward. He studied every 
sentiment, and even every phrase, which he thought 
could reconcile the old man to her extraordinary 
resolution. The effect which this epistle produced 
will be hereafter adverted to. Butler committed 
it to the charge of an honest clown, who had fre- 
quent dealings with Deans in the sale of his dairy 
produce, and who readily undertook a journey to 
Edinburgh, to put the letter into his own hands,* 

* By dint of assiduous research I am enabled to certiorate 
the reader, that the name of this person was Sauriders Broad- 
fpot, and that he dealt in the wholesome commodity called kirrir 
milk, (dnglictf, butter-milk.) J. C. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



" My native land, good night !" 

Loitn BYRON. 



IN the present day, a journey from Edinburgh to 
London is a matter at once safe, brief, and simple, 
however inexperienced or unprotected the traveller. 
Numerous coaches of different rates of charge, and 
as many packets, are perpetually passing and repass- 
ing betwixt the capital of Britain and her northern 
sister, so that the most timid or indolent may exe- 
cute such a journey upon a few hours' notice. I Jut 
it was different in 1737. So slight and infrequent 
was then the intercourse betwixt London and Edin- 
burgh, that men still alive remember that upon one 
occasion the mail from the former city arrived at 
the General Post-Office in Scotland, with only one 
letter in it.* The usual mode of travelling was by 
means of post-horses, the traveller occupying one 
and his guide another, in which manner, by relays 
of horses from stage to stage, the journey might be 
accomplished in a wonderfully short time by those 
who could endure fatigue. To have the bones 
shaken to pieces by a constant change of those 
hacks was a luxury for the rich the poor were un- 

* The fact is certain. The single epistle was addressed to 
the principal director of the British Linen Company. 
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dor the necessity of using the mode of conveyance 
with which nature had provided them. 

With a strong heart, and a frame patient of fa- 
tigue, Jeariie Deans, travelling at the rate of twen- 
ty miles a-day, and sometimes farther, traversed the 
southern part of Scotland, and advanced as far as 
Durham. 

Hitherto she had been either among her own 
country-folk, or those to whom her bare feet and 
tartan screen were objects too familiar to attract 
much attention. But as she advanced, she percei- 
ved that both circumstances exposed her to sarcasm 
and taunts, which she might otherwise have esca- 
ped ; and although in her heart she thought it un- 
kind, and inhospitable, to sneer at a passing stran- 
ger on account of the fashion of her attire, yet she 
had the good sense to alter those parts of her dress 
which attracted ill-natured observation. Her 
checqued screen was deposited carefully in her 
bundle, and she conformed to the national extrava- 
gance of wearing shoes and stockings for the whole 
day. She confessed afterwards, that, " besides the 
wastrife, it was lang or she could walk sae comfort- 
ably with the shoes as without them ; but there was 
often a bit saft heather by the road-side, and that 
helped her weel on." The want of the screen, 
which was drawn over the head like a veil, she sup- 
plied by a bon-grace, as she called it ; a large straw 
bonnet, like those worn by the English maidens 
when labouring in the fields. " But I thought 
unco shame o' myscll," she said, " the first time I 
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put on a married woman's bon-grace, and me a 
single maiden." 

With these changes she had little, as she said, to 
make "her kenspeekle when she didna speak," but 
her accent and language drew down OIL her so many 
jests and gibes, couched in a worse patois by far than 
her own, that she soon found it was her interest to 
talk as little and as seldom as possible. She an- 
swered, therefore, civil salutations of chance pass- 
engers with a civil curtsy, and chose, with anxious 
circumspection, such places of repose as looked at 
once most decent and sequestered. She found the 
common people of England, although inferior in 
courtesy to strangers, such as was then practised in 
her own more unfrequented country, yet, upon the 
whole, by no means deficient in the real duties of 
hospitality. She readily obtained food, and shel- 
ter, and protection at a very moderate rate, which 
sometimes the generosity of mine host altogether 
declined, with a blunt apology, " Thee hast a 
lang way afore thee, lass ; and 1'se ne'er take pen- 
ny out o' a single woman's purse ; it's the best 
friend thou can have on the road." 

It often happened, too, that mine hostess was 
struck with " the tidy, nice Scotch body," and pro- 
cured her an escort, or a cast in a waggon, for some 
part of the way, or gave her useful advice and re- 
commendation respecting her resting-places. 

At York our pilgrim stopped for the best part of 
a day, partly to recruit her strength, partly be- 
cause she had the good luck to obtain a lodging in 
an inn kept by a countrywoman, partly to indite 
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two letters to her father and Reuben Butler ; an 
operation of some little difficulty, her habits being 
by no means those of literary composition. That 
to her father was in the following words : 

" DEAREST FATHER, 

" I make my present pilgrimage more heavy and 
burdensome, through the sad occasion to reflect 
that it is without your knowledge, which, God 
"knows, was far contrary to my heart ; for Scripture 
says, that ' the vow of the daughter should not be 
binding without the consent of the father/ wherein 
it may be I have been guilty to tak this wearie 
journey without your consent. Nevertheless, it 
was borne in upon my mind that I should be an 
instrument to help my poor sister in this extremity 
of necdcessity, otherwise I wad hot, for wealth or 
for world's gear, or for the haill lands of Da'keith 
and Lugton, have done the like o' this, without 
your free will and knowledge. O, dear father, as 
ye wad desire a blessing on my journey, and upon 
your household, speak a word or write a line of 
comfort to yon poor prisoner. If she has sinned, 
she lias sorrowed and suffered, and ye ken better 
than me, that we maun forgie others, as we pray 
to be forgien. Dear father, forgive my saying this 
muckle, for it doth not become a young head to 
instruct grey hairs ; but I am sac far frae ye, that 
my heart yearns to ye a', and fain wad I hear that 
ye had forgien her trespass, and sae I nae doubt 
say mair than may become me. The folk here are 
civil, and, like the barbarians unto the holy apostle, 
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hae shown me much kindness ; and there are a sort 
of chosen people in the land, for they hae some 
kirks without organs that are like ours, and are 
called meeting-houses, where the minister preaches 
without a gown. But most of the country are pre- 
latists, whilk is awfu' to think; and I saw twa men 
that were ministers following hunds, as bauld as 
Roslin or Driden, the young Laird of Loup-the- 
dike, or ony wild gallant in Lothian. A sorrowfu' 
sight to behold ! O, dear father, may a blessing he 
with your down-lying and up-rising, and remember 
in your prayers your affectionate daughter to com- 
mand, 

JEAN DEANS/' 

A postscript bore, " I learned from a decent 
woman, a grazier's widow, that they hae a cure for 
the muir-ill in Cumberland, whilk is aiie pint, as 
they ca't, of yill, whilk is a dribble in comparison 
of our gawsie Scots pint, and hardly a mutchkin, 
boiFd wi' sope and hartshorn draps, and toomed 
doun the creature's throat wi' ane whom. Ye 
might try it on the bauson-faced year-auld quey ; 
an it does nae gude, it can do iiae ill. She was a 
kind woman, and seemed skeely about horned beasts. 
When I reach Lunnon, I intend to gang to our 
cousin Mistress Glass, the tobacconist, at the sign 
o' the Thistle, wha is so ceevil as to send you down 
your spleuehan-fu' anes a-year ; and as she must be 
weel keiid in Lunnon, I doubt not easily to find out 
where she lives." 
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Being seduced into betraying our heroine's con- 
fidence thus far, we will stretch our communication 
a step beyond, and impart to the reader her letter 
to her lover. 

" MR REUBEN BUTLER, 

" Hoping this will find you better, this comes to 
say, that I have reached this great town safe, and 
am not wearied with walking*, but the better for it. 
And I have seen many things which I trust to tell 
you one day, also the muckle kirk of this place ; 
arid all around the city are mills, whilk haveiia 
muckle-wheels nor mill-dams, but gang by the wind 
strange to behold. Ane miller asked me to gang 
in and see it work, but I wad not, for I am not come 
to the south to make acquaintance with strangers. 
I keep the straight road, and just beck if ony body 
speaks to me ceevilly, and answers naebody with 
the tong but women of mine ain sect. I wish, Mr 
Butler, I kerid ony thing that wad mak ye weel, 
for they hae mair medicines in this town of York 
than wad cure a' Scotland, and surely some of them 
Avad be gude for your complaints. If ye had a 
kindly motherly body to nurse ye, and no to let ye 
waste yoursell wi' reading whilk ye read mair 
than eneugh with the bairns in the schule and to 
gie ye warm milk in the morning, I wad be mair 
easy for ye. Dear Mr Butler, keep a good heart, 
for we are in the hands of Ane that kens better 
what is gude for us than we ken what is for our- 
sells. I hae nae doubt to do that for which I am 
come I canna doubt it I winna think to doubt it 

VOL. xn. u 
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because, if I haena full assurance, how shall I bear 
myself with earnest entreaties in the great folk's 
presence ? But to ken that ane's purpose is right, 
and to make their heart strong, is the way to get 
through the worst day's darg. The bairns' rime 
says, the warst blast of the borrowing days* couldna 
kill the three silly poor hog-lambs. And if it be 
God's pleasure, we that are sindered in sorrow may 
meet again in joy, even on this hither side of Jor- 
dan. I dinna bid ye mind what I said at our par- 
tin' anent my poor father and that misfortunato 
lassie, for I ken you will do sae for the sake of 
Christian charity, whilk is mair than the entreaties 
of her that is your servant to command, 

" JEANIE DKANS." 

This letter also had a postscript. " Dear Reu- 
ben, If ye think that it wad hae been right for me 
to have said mair and kinder things to ye, j list think 
that I hae written sae, since I am sure that I wish 
i\ that is kind and right to ye and by ye. Ye will 
think I am turned waster, for I wear clean hose 
and shoori every day ; but it's the fashion here for 
decent bodies, and ilka land has its ain land-law. 
Ower and aboon a', if laughing days were e'er to 
come back again till us, ye wad laugh weel to see 
my round face at the far end of a strae bon-grace, 

* The three last days of March, old style, are called the Bor- 
rowing Days; for as they are remarked to be unusually stormy, 
it is feigned that March had borrowed them from April, to ex- 
tend the sphere of his rougher sway. The rhyme 011 the sub- 
ject is quoted in Leyden's edition of the Complaynt of Scotland. 
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tli at looks as muckle and round as the middell aisle 
in Libberton Kirk. But it sheds the sun weel aff, 
and keeps unceevil folk frae staring as if ane were 
a worrycow. I sail tell ye by writ how I come on 
wi' the Duke of Argyle, when I won up to Luniion. 
Direct a line, to say how ye are, to me, to the 
charge of Mrs Margaret Glass, tobacconist, at the 
sign of the Thistle, Lunnon, whilk, if it assures me 
of your health, will make my mind sae muckle 
easier. Excuse bad spelling and writing, as I have 
ane ill pen." 

The orthography of these epistles may seem to 
the southron to require a better apology than the 
letter expresses, though a bad pen was the excuse 
of a certain Galwegian laird for bad spelling ; but, 
on behalf of the heroine, I would have them to 
know, that, thanks to the care of Butler, Jeanie 
Deans wrote and spelled fifty times better than 
half the women of rank in Scotland at that period, 
whose strange orthography and singular diction 
form the strongest contrast to the good sense which 
their correspondence usually intimates. 

For the rest, in the tenor of these epistles, Jea- 
nie expressed, perhaps, more hopes, a firmer cou- 
rage, and better spirits, than she actually felt. But 
this was with the amiable idea of relieving her 
father and lover from apprehensions on her account, 
which she was sensible must greatly add to their 
other troubles. " If they think me weel, and like 
to do weel," said the poor pilgrim to herself, " my 
father will be kinder to Effie, and Butler will be 
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kinder to himself. For I ken weel that they will 
think mair o' me than I do o' mysell." 

Accordingly, she sealed her letters carefully, and 
put them into the post-office with her own hand, 
after many enquiries concerning the time in which 
they were likely to reach Edinburgh. When this 
duty was performed, she readily accepted her land- 
lady's pressing invitation to dine with her, and 
remain till the next morning. The hostess, as we 
have said, was her countrywoman, and the eagerness 
with which Scottish people meet, communicate, 
and, to the extent of their power, assist each other, 
although it is often objected to us as a prejudice 
and narrowness of sentiment, seems, on the contra- 
ry, to arise from a most justifiable and honourable 
feeling of patriotism, combined with a conviction, 
which, if undeserved, would long since have been 
confuted by experience, that the habits and princi- 
ples of the nation are a sort of guarantee for the 
character of the individual. At any rate, if the ex- 
tensive influence of this national partiality be con- 
sidered as an additional tie, binding man to man, 
and calling forth the good offices of such as can ren- 
der them to the countryman who happens to need 
them, we think it must be found to exceed, as an 
active and efficient motive to generosity, that more 
impartial and wider principle of general benevo- 
lence, which- we have sometimes seen pleaded as an 
excuse for assisting no individual whatever. 

Mrs Bickerton, lady of the ascendant of the Se- 
ven Stars, in the Castle-gate, York, was deeply in- 
fected with the unfortunate prejudices of her coun- 
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try. Indeed, she displayed so much kindness to 
Jeanie Deans, (because she herself, being a Morse 
woman, marched with Mid-Lothian, in which Jea- 
nie was born,) showed such motherly regard to her, 
and such anxiety for her farther progress, that Jea- 
nie thought herself safe, though by temper suffi- 
ciently cautious, in communicating her whole story 
to her. 

Mrs Bickerton raised her hands and eyes at the 
recital, and exhibited much wonder and pity. But 
she also gave some effectual good advice. 

She required to know the strength of Jeanie's 
purse, reduced by her deposit at Libbcrton, and the 
necessary expense of her journey, to about fifteen 
pounds. " This," she said, " would do very well, 
providing she could carry it a' safe to London." 

" Safe ?" answered Jeanie ; " I'se warrant my 
carrying it safe, bating the needful expenses." 

" Ay, but highwaymen, lassie," said Mrs Bick- 
erton; "for ye are come into a more civilized, that 
is to say, a more roguish country than the north, 
and how ye are to get forward, I do not profess to 
know. If ye could wait here eight days, our wag- 
gons would go up, and I would recommend you to 
Joe Broad wheel, who would see you safe to the 
Swan and two Necks. And dinna sneeze at Joe, 
if he should be for drawing up wi' you," (continued 
Mrs Bickerton, her acquired English mingling with 
her national or original dialect,) " he's a handy 
boy, and a wanter, and no lad better thought o' on 
the road ; and the English make good husbands 

u2 
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enough, witness my poor man, Moses Bickerton, 
as is i' the kirkyard." 

Jeanie hastened to say, that she could not possi- 
bly wait for the setting forth of Joe Broad wheel ; 
being internally by no means gratified with the 
idea of becoming the object of his attention during 
the journey. 

" Aweel, lass," answered the good landlady, 
" then thou must pickle in thine ain poke-nook, and 
buckle thy girdle thine ain gate. But take my advice, 
and hide thy gold in thy stays, and keep a piece 
or two and some silver, in case thou be'st spoke 
withal ; for there's as wud lads haunt within a day's 
walk from hence, as on the Braes of Doun in Perth- 
shire. And, lass, thou maunna gang staring through 
Lunnon, asking wha kens Mrs Glass at the sign o' 
the Thistle ; marry, they would laugh thee to scorn. 
But gang thou to this honest man," and she put a 
direction into Jeanie's hand, " he kens maist part 
of the sponsible Scottish folk in the city, and he 
will find out your friend for thee." 

Jeanie took the little introductory letter with sin- 
cere thanks ; but, something alarmed on the subject 
of the highway robbers, her mind recurred to what 
Ratcliffe had mentioned to her, and briefly relating 
the circumstances which placed a document so ex- 
traordinary in her hands, she put the paper he had 
given her into the hand of Mrs Bickerton. 

The Lady of the Seven Stars did not, indeed, 
ring a bell, because such was not the fashion of the 
time, but she whistled on a silver-call; which 
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hung 1 by her side, and a tight serving-maiden en- 
tered the room. 

" Tell Dick Ostler to come here," said Mrs 
Bickerton. 

Dick Ostler accordingly made his appearance ; 
a queer, knowing, shambling animal, with a 
hatchet-face, a squint, a game-arm, and a limp, 

" Dick Ostler," said Mrs Bickerton, in a tone 
of authority that showed she was (at least by adop- 
tion) Yorkshire too, " thou knowest most people 
and most things o' the road." 

" Eye, eye, God help me, mistress," said Dick, 
shrugging his shoulders betwixt a repentant and a 
knowing expression " Eye ! I ha' know'd a thing 
or twa i' ma day, mistress." He looked sharp and 
laughed looked grave and sighed, as one who was 
prepared to take the matter either way. 

" Kenst thou this wee bit paper amang the rest, 
man ?" said Mrs Bickerton, handing him the pro- 
tection which Ratcliffe had given Jeanie Deans. 

When Dick had looked at the paper, he winked 
with one eye, extended his grotesque mouth from 
ear to ear, like a navigable canal, scratched his head 
powerfully, and then said, " Ken ? ay maybe we 
ken suminat, an it werena for harm to him, mis- 
tress." 

" None in the world," said Mrs Bickerton ; 
" only a drain of Hollands to thyself, man, an thou 
wilFt speak." 

" Why, then," said Dick, giving the head-band 
of his breeches a knowing hoist with one hand, and 
kicking out one foot behind him to accommodate 



236 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

the adjustment of that important habiliment, " I 
dares to say the pass will be kend wcel enough on 
the road, an that be all." 

" But what sort of a lad was he ?" said Mrs Bick- 
erton, winking to Jeanie, as proud of her knowing 
ostler. 

" Why, what ken I ? Jim the Rat why lie was 
Cock o' the North within this twelmontli he arid 
Scotch Wilson, Handle Dandie, as they called him 
but he's been out o' tins country a while, as I 
rackon ; but ony gentleman, as keeps the road o' 
this side Stamford, will respect Jim's pass." 

Without asking farther questions, the landlady 
filled Dick Ostler a bumper of Hollands. He duck- 
ed with his head and shoulders, scraped with his 
more advanced hoof, bolted the alcohol, to use the 
learned phrase, and withdrew to his own domains. 
I would advise thee, Jeanie," said Mrs Bicker- 
ton, " an thou meetest with ugly customers o* the 
road, to show them this bit paper, for it will serve 
thee, assure thyself." 

A neat little supper concluded the evening. The 
exported Scotswoman, Mrs Bickerton by name, eat 
heartily of one or two seasoned dishes, drank some 
sound old ale, and a glass of stiff negus ; while she 
gave Jeanie a history of her gout, admiring how it 
was possible that she, whose fathers and mothers 
for many generations had been farmers in Lammer- 
muir, could have come by a disorder so totally un- 
known to them. Jeanie did not choose to offend 
her friendly landlady, by speaking her mind on the 
probable origin of this complaint ; but she thought 
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on the flesh-pots of Egypt, and, in spite of all en- 
treaties to better fare, made her evening meal upon 
vegetables, with a glass of fair water. 

Mrs Bicker-ton assured her, that the acceptance 
of any reckoning was entirely out of the question, 
furnished her with credentials to her correspondent 
in London, and to several inns upon the road where 
she had some influence or interest, reminded her 
of the precautions she should adopt for concealing 
her money, and as she was to depart early in the 
morning, took leave of her very affectionately, 
taking her word that she would visit her on her 
return to Scotland, and tell her how she had mana- 
ged, and that summwn bonuni for a gossip, " all how 
and about it." This Jeanie faithfully promised. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

And Need and Misery, Vice and Danger, bind, 
In sad alliance, each degraded mind. 

As our traveller set out early on the ensuing 
morning to prosecute her journey, and was in the 
act of leaving the inn-yard, Dick Ostler, who either 
had risen early or neglected to go to bed, either 
circumstance being equally incident to his calling, 
hollowed out after her, " The top of the morning 
to you. Moggie ! Have a care o' Gunnerby Hill, 
young one. Robin Hood's dead and gwone, but 
there be takers yet in the vale of Bever." Jeanie 
looked at him as if to request a further explana- 
tion, but, with a leer, a shuffle, and a shrug, inimi- 
table, (unless by Emery,) Dick turned again to the 
raw-boned steed which he was currying, and sung 
as he employed the comb and brush, 

" Robin Hood was a yeoman good, 

And his bow was of trusty yew ; 
And if Robin said stand on the King's lea-land, 

Pray, why should not we say so too ?" 

Jeanie pursued her journey without farther en- 
quiry, for there was nothing in Dick's manner that 
inclined her to prolong their conference. A pain- 
ful day's journey brought her to Ferrybridge, the 
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best inn, then and since, upon the great northern 
road; and an introduction from Mrs Bickerton, 
added to her own simple and quiet manners, so 
propitiated the landlady of the Swan in her favour, 
that the good dame procured her the convenient 
accommodation of a pillion and post-horse then re- 
turning to Tuxford, so that she accomplished, upon 
the second day after leaving York, the longest 
journey she had yet made. She was a good deal 
fatigued by a mode of travelling to which she was 
less accustomed than to walking, and it was con- 
siderably later than usual on the ensuing morning 
that she felt herself able to resume her pilgrimage. 
At noon the hundred-armed Trent, and the black- 
ened ruins of Newark Castle, demolished in the 
great civil war, lay before her. It may easily be 
supposed, that Jeanie had no curiosity to make an- 
tiquarian researches, but, entering the town, went 
straight to the inn to which she had been directed 
at Ferrybridge. While she procured some refresh- 
ment, she observed the girl who brought it to her, 
looked at her several times with fixed and peculiar 
interest, and at last, to her infinite surprise, enqui- 
red if her name was not Deans, and if she was not 
a Scotchwoman, going to London upon justice 
business. Jeanie, with all her simplicity of cha- 
racter, had some of the caution of her country, 
and, according to Scottish universal custom, she an- 
swered the question by another, requesting the girl 
would tell her why she asked these questions ? 

The Maritornes of the Saracen's head, Newark, 
replied, " Two women had passed that morning, 
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who had made enquiries after one Jeanie Deans, 
traA r elling to London on such an errand, and could 
scarce be persuaded that she had not passed on." 

Much surprised, and somewhat alarmed, (for 
what is inexplicable is usually alarming,) Jeanie 
questioned the wench about the particular appear- 
ance of these two women, but could only learn that 
the one was aged, and the other young ; that the 
latter was the taller, and that the former spoke 
most, and seemed to maintain an authority over her 
companion, and that botli spoke with the Scottish 
accent. 

This conveyed no information whatever, and 
with an indescribable presentiment of evil designed 
towards her, Jeanie adopted the resolution of taking 
post-horses for the next stage. In this, however, 
she could not be gratified ; some accidental circum- 
stances had occasioned what is called a run upon 
the road, and the landlord could not accommodate 
her with a guide and horses. After waiting some 
time, in hopes that a pair of horses that had gone 
southward would return in time for her use, she at 
length, feeling ashamed of her own pusillanimity, 
resolved to prosecute her journey in her usual 
manner. 

" It was all plain road," she was assured, " ex- 
cept a high mountain, called Gunner by Hill, about 
three miles from Grantham, which was her stage 
for the night." 

" I'm glad to hear there's a hill," said Jeanie, 
" for baith my sight and my very feet are weary 
o' sic tracts o' level ground it looks a* the way 
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between this and York as if a' the land had been 
trenched and levelled, whilk is very wearisome to 
my Scotch een. When I lost sight of a muckle blue 
hill they ca' Ingleboro', I thought I hadna a friend 
left in this strange land." 

" As for the matter of that, young woman/ 1 said 
mine host, " an you be so fond o' lull, I carena an 
thou couldst carry Gunnerby away with thee in thy 
lap, for it's a murder to post-horses. But here's to 
thy journey, and mayst thou win well through it, 
for thou is a bold and a canny lass." 

So saying, he took a powerful pull at a solemn 
tankard of home-brewed ale. 

" I hope there is nae bad company on the road, 
sir ?" said Jeanie. 

" Why, when it's clean without them I'll thatch 
Groby pool wi' pancakes. But there arena sae 
mony now ; and since they hae lost Jim the Rat, 
they hold together no better than the men of 
Marsham when they lost their common. Take a 
drop ere thou goest," he concluded, offering her the 
tankard ; " thou wilt get riaethirig at night save 
Grantham gruel, nine grots and a gallon of water/' 

Jeanie courteously declined the tankard, and en- 
quired what was her " lawing ?" 

" Thy lawing ? Heaven help thee, wench I what 
ca'st thou tkat ?" 

" It is I was wanting to ken what was to pay," 
replied Jeanie. 

" Pay ? Lord help thee I why nought, woman 
we hae drawn no liquor but a gill o' beer, and 
the Saracen's Head can spare a mouthful o* meat 
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to a stranger like o' thee, that cannot speak Chris- 
tian language. So here's to thee once more. The 
same again, quoth Mark of Bellgrave," and he took 
another profound pull at the tankard. 

The travellers who have visited Newark more 
lately, will not fail to remember the remarkably 
civil and gentlemanly manners of the person who 
now keeps the principal inn there, and may find 
some amusement in contrasting them with those of 
his more rough predecessor. But we believe it Avill 
be found that the polish has worn off none of the 
real worth of the metal. 

Taking leave of her Lincolnshire Gains, Jeanie 
resumed her solitary walk, and was somewhat 
alarmed when evening and twilight overtook her 
in the open ground which extends to the foot of 
Gumierby Hill, and is intersected with patches of 
copse and with swampy spots. The extensive com- 
mons on the north road, most of which are now 
enclosed, and in general a relaxed state of police, 
exposed the traveller to a highway robbery in a 
degree which is now unknown, excepting in the 
immediate vicinity of the metropolis. Aware of this 
circumstance, Jeanie mended her pace when she 
heard the trampling of a horse behind, and instinct- 
ively drew to one side of the road, as if to allow as 
much room for the rider to pass as might be possi- 
ble. When the animal came up, she found that it 
was bearing two women, the one placed on a side- 
saddle, the other on a pillion behind her, as may 
still occasionally be seen in England. 

" A braw gude night to ye, Jeanie Deans/' said 
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the foremost female, as the horse passed our he- 
roine ; " What think ye o' yon honny hill yonder, 
lifting its brow to the moon ? Trow ye yon's the 
gate to heaven, that ye are sae fain of? may he 
we may win there the night yet, God sain us, though 
our minny here's rather driegh in the upgang." 

The speaker kept changing her seat in the sad- 
dle, and half-stopping the horse, as she brought her 
body round, while the woman that sate behind her 
on the pillion seemed to urge her on, in words which 
Jeanie heard but imperfectly. 

" Hand your tongue, ye moon-raised b 1 

what is your business with , or with heaven or 

hell either ?" 

" Troth, mither, no muckle wi' heaven, I doubt, 
considering wha I carry ahint me and as for hell, 
it will fight its ain battle at its ain time, Fse be 
bound. Come, naggic, trot awa, man, an as thou 
wert a broomstick, for a witch rides thee 

< With my curtch on my foot, and my shoe on my hand, 

I glance like the wildfire through brugh and through land. ' " 

The tramp of the horse, and the increasing dis- 
tance, drowned the rest of her song, but Jeanie 
heard for some time the inarticulate sounds ring 
along the waste. 

Our pilgrim remained stupified with undefined 
apprehensions. The being named by her name in 
so wild a manner, and in a strange country, with- 
out further explanation or communing, by a person 
who thus strangely flitted forward and disappeared 
before her, came near to the supernatural sounds 
in Comus : 
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" The airy tongues, which syllable men's names 
On sands, arid shores, and desert wildernesses." 

And although widely different in features, deport- 
ment, and rank, from the Lady of that enchanting 
masque, the continuation of the passage may be 
happily applied to Jeanie Deans upon this singular 
alarm : 

" These thoughts may startle well, but not astound 
The virtuous mind, that ever walks attended 
By a strong siding championConscience." 

In fact, it was, with the recollection of the af- 
fectionate and dutiful errand on which she was 
engaged, her right, if such a word could be appli- 
cable, to expect protection in a task so meritorious. 
She had not advanced much farther, with a rnind 
calmed by these reflections, when she was disturbed 
by a new and more instant subject of terror. Two 
men, who had been lurking among some copse, 
started up as she advanced, and met her on the 
road in a menacing manner. " Stand and deliver," 
said one of them, a short stout fellow, in a smock- 
frock, such as are worn by waggoners. 

" The woman," said the other, a tall thin figure, 
" does not understand the words of action. Your 
money, my precious, or your life !" 

" I have but very little mtoey, gentlemen," 
said poor Jeanie, tendering that portion which she 
had separated from her principal stock, and kept 
apart for such an emergency ; " but if you are re- 
solved to have it, to be sure you must have it." 

" This won't do, my girl. I) n me, if it shall 
pass !" said the shorter ruffian ; " do ye think gen- 
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tlemen are to hazard their lives on the road to be 
cheated in this way ? We'll have every farthing 
you have got, or we will strip you to the skin, 
curse me." 

His companion, who seemed to have something 
like compassion for the horror which Jeanie's coun- 
tenance now expressed, said, " No, no, Tom, this 
is one of the precious sisters, and well take her 
word, for once, without putting her to the strip- 
ping proof. Hark ye, my lass, if you'll look up to 
heaven, and say, this is the last penny you have 
about ye, why, hang it, we'll let you pass." 

" I am not free," answered Jeanie, " to say what 
I have about me, gentlemen, for there's life and 
death depends on my journey ; but if you leave 
me as much as finds me in bread and water, 111 be 
satisfied, and thank you, and pray for you." 

" D n your prayers !" said the shorter fellow, 
" that's a coin that won't pass with us ;" and at the 
same time made a motion to seize her. 

" Stay, gentlemen," Ratcliffe's pass suddenly 
occurring to her ; " perhaps you know this paper." 

" What the devil is she after now, Frank ?" said 
the more savage ruffian " Do you look at it, for, 
d n me if I could read it, if it were for the bene- 
fit of my clergy." 

" This is a jark from Jim Ratcliffe," said the 
taller, having looked at the bit of paper. " The 
wench must pass by our cutter's law." 

" I say no," answered his companion ; " Rat haji 
Jeft the lay, and turned bloodhound, they say." 

x2 
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" We may need a good turn from him all the 
same," said the taller ruffian again. 

" But what are we to do then ?" said the shorter 
man. " We promised, you know, to strip the 
wench, and send her begging back to her own 
beggarly country, and now you are for letting her 
go on." 

" I did not say that," said the other fellow, and 
whispered to his companion, who replied, " Be alive 
about it then, and don't keep chattering till some 
travellers come up to nab us." 

" You must follow us off the road, young wo- 
man," said the taller. 

" For the love of God !" exclaimed Jeanie, " as 
you were born of woman, dinna ask me to leave 
the road ! rather take all I have in the world." 

" What the devil is the wench afraid of ?" said 
the other fellow. " I tell you you shall come to 
no harm ; but if you will not leave the road and 
come with us, d n me, but I'll beat your brains 
out where you stand." 

" Thou art a rough bear, Tom," said his com- 
panion. " An ye touch her, Til give ye a shake 
by the collar shall make the Leicester beans rattle 
in thy guts. Never mind him, girl ; I will not al- 
low him to lay a finger on you, if you walk quietly 
on with us ; but if you keep jabbering there, d ri 
me, but 111 leave him to settle it with you." 

This throat conveyed all that is terrible to the 
imagination of poor Jeanie, who saw in him that 
" was of milder mood" her only protection from 
the most brutal treatment. She, therefore, not only 
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followed him, but even held him by the sleeve, lost 
he should escape from her ; and the fellow, harden- 
ed as he was, seemed something" touched by these 
marks of confidence, and repeatedly assured her, 
that he would suffer her to receive no harm. 

They conducted their prisoner in a direction 
leading more and more from the public road, but 
she observed that they kept a sort of track or by- 
path, which relieved her from part of her apprehen- 
sions, which would have been greatly increased had 
they not seemed to follow a determined and ascer- 
tained route. After about half an hour's walking-, 
all three in profound silence, they approached an 
old barn, which stood on the edge of some culti- 
vated ground, but remote from every thing like a 
habitation. It was itself, however, tenanted, for 
there was light in the windows. 

One of the footpads scratched at the door, which 
was opened by a female, and they entered with their 
unhappy prisoner. An old woman, who was pre- 
paring food by the assistance of a stifling fire of 
lighted charcoal, asked them, in the name of the 
devil, what they brought the wench there for, and 
why they did not strip her and turn her abroad on 
the common ? 

" Come, come, Mother Blood/' said the tall man, 
" well do what's right to oblige you, and we'll do 
no more ; we are bad enough, but not such as you 
would make us devils incarnate." 

" She has got a jark from Jim Ratcliffe," said 
the short fellow, " and Frank here won't hear of 
our putting her through the mill." 
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" No, that will I not, by G cl !" answered Frank ; 
" but if old Mother Blood could keep her here for 
a little while, or send her back to Scotland, without 
hurting 1 her, why, I see no harm in that not I." 

" I'll tell you what, Frank Levitt," said the old 
woman, " if you call me Mother Blood again, I'll 
paint this gully" (and she held a knife up as if 
about to make good her threat) " in the best blood 
in your body, my bonny boy." 

" The price of ointment must be up in the north/ 1 
said Frank, " that puts Mother Blood so much out 
of humour." 

Without a moment's hesitation the fury darted 
her knife at him with the vengeful dexterity of a 
wild Indian. As he was on his guard, he avoided 
the missile by a sudden motion of his head, but it 
whistled past his ear, and stuck deep in the clay 
wall of a partition behind. 

" Come, come, mother," said the robber, seizing 
her by both wrists, " I shall teach you who's mas- 
ter ;" and so saying, he forced the hag backwards 
by main force, who strove vehemently until she 
sunk on a bunch of straw, and then letting go her 
hands, he held up his finger towards her in the 
menacing posture by which a maniac is intimidated 
by his keeper. It appeared to produce the desired 
effect ; for she did not attempt to rise from the 
seat on which he had placed her, or to resume any 
measures of actual violence, but wrung her withered 
hands with impotent rage, and brayed and howled 
like a demoniac. 

" I will keep my promise with you, you old de- 
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vil," said Frank ; " the wench shall not go forward 
on the London road, but I will not have you touch 
a hair of her head, if it were hut for your insolence." 

This intimation seemed to compose in some de- 
gree the vehement passion of the old hag ; and 
while her exclamations and howls sunk into a low, 
maundering, growling tone of voice, another per- 
sonage was added to this singular party. 

" Eh, Frank Levitt," said this new-comer, who 
entered with a hop, step, and jump, which at once 
conveyed her from the door into the centre of the 
party, " were ye killing our mother? or were ye 
cutting the grunter's weasand that Tarn brought 
in this morning? or have ye been reading your 
prayers backward, to bring up my auld acquaint- 
ance the deil amang ye ?" 

The tone of the speaker was so particular, that 
Jcanie immediately recognised the woman who had 
rode foremost of the pair which passed her just 
before she met the robbers ; a circumstance which 
greatly increased her terror, as it served to show 
that the mischief designed against her was preme- 
ditated, though by whom, or for what cause, she 
was totally at a loss to conjecture. From the style 
of her conversation, the reader also may probably 
acknowledge in this female an old acquaintance in 
the earlier part of our narrative. 

" Out, ye mad devil !" said Tom, whom she had 
disturbed in the middle of a draught of some liquor 
with which he had found means of accommodating 
himself ; " betwixt your Bess of Bedlam pranks, 
and your dam's frenzies, a man might live quieter 
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in the devil's ken than here." And he again re- 
sumed the broken jug out of which he had been 
drinking. 

" And wha's this o't ?" said the madwoman, 
dancing- up to Jeanie Deans, who, although in great 
terror, yet watched the scene with a resolution to 
let nothing pass unnoticed which might be service- 
able in assisting her to escape, or informing her as 
to the true nature of her situation, and the danger 
attending it, " Wha's this o't ?" again exclaimed 
Madge Wildfire, " Douce Davie Deans, the auld 
doited whig body's daughter, in a gipsy's barn, 
and the night setting in ; this is a sight for sair 
een ! Eh, sirs, the falling off o' the godly ! and 
the t'other sister's in the Tolbooth at Edinburgh ! 
I am very sorry for her, for my share it's my 
mother wusses ill to her, and no me though may- 
be I hae as muckle cause." 

" Hark ye, Madge," said the taller ruffian, " you 
have not such a touch of the devil's blood as the 
hag your mother, who may be his dam for what I 
know take this young woman to your kennel, and 
do not let the devil enter, though he should ask in 
God's name." 

" Ou ay ; that I will, Frank," said Madge, taking 
hold of Jeanie by the arm, and pulling her along ; 
" for it's no for decent Christian young leddies, 
like her and me, to be keeping the like o' you and 
Tyburn Tarn company at this time o' night. Sae 
gude e'en t'ye, sirs, and mony o' them ; and may 
ye a' sleep till the hangman wauken ye, and then 
it will be weel for the country/' 
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She then, as her wild fancy seemed suddenly to 
prompt her, walked demurely towards her mother, 
who, seated by the charcoal fire, with the reflection 
of the red light on her withered and distorted fea- 
tures marked by every evil passion, seemed the 
very picture of Hecate at her infernal rites ; and 
suddenly dropping 1 on her knees, said, with the 
manner of a six years old child, " Mainmie, hear 
me say my prayers before* I go to bed, and say God 
bless my bormy face, as ye used to do lang syne." 

" The deil flay the hide o' it to sole his brogues 
wi' !" said the old lady, aiming a buffet at the sup- 
plicant, in answer to her duteous request. 

The blow missed Madge, who, being probably 
acquainted by experience with the mode in which 
her mother was wont to confer her maternal bene- 
dictions, slipt out of arm's length with great dexte- 
rity and quickness. The hag then started up, and, 
seizing a pair of old fire-tongs, would have amend- 
ed her motion, by beating out the brains either of 
her daughter or Jeanie, (she did not seem greatly 
to care which,) when her hand was once more ar- 
rested by the man whom they called Frank Levitt, 
who, seizing her by the shoulder, flung her from 
him with great violence, exclaiming, " What, Mo- 
ther Damnable again, and in my sovereign pre- 
sence ? Hark ye, Madge of Bedlam, get to your 
hole with your playfellow, or we shall have the 
devil to pay here, and nothing to pay him with." 

Madge took Levitt's advice, retreating as fast as 
she could, and dragging Jeanie along with her in- 
to a sort of recess, partitioned off from the rest of 
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the bam, and filled with straw, from which it ap- 
peared that it was intended for the purpose of 
slumber. The moonlight shone, through an open 
hole, upon a pillion, a pack-saddle, and one or two 
wallets, the travelling furniture of Madge and her 
amiable mother. " Now, saw ye e'er in your life," 
said Madge, " sae dainty a chamber of deas ? see 
as the moon shines down sae caller on the fresh 
strae ! There's no a pleasant er cell in Bedlam, for 
as braw a place as it is on the outside. Were ye 
ever in Bedlam ?" 

" No," answered Jeanie faintly, appalled by the 
question, and the way in which it was put, yet 
willing to soothe her insane companion ; being in 
circumstances so unhappily precarious, that even 
the society of this gibbering madwoman seemed a 
species of protection. 

" Never in Bedlam !" said Madge, as if with 
some surprise. " But yell hae been in the cells at 
Edinburgh ?" 

" Never," repeated Jeanie. 

" Weel, 1 think thae daft carles the magistrates 
send naebody to Bedlam but me they maun hae 
an unco respect for me, for whenever I am brought 
to them, they aye hae me back to Bedlam. But 
troth, Jeanie," (she said this in a very confidential 
tone,) " to tell ye my private mind about it, I think 
ye are at nae great loss ; for the keeper's a cross 
patch, and he maun hae it a' his ain gate, to be 
sure, or he makes the place waur than hell. I often 
tell him he's the daftest in a' the house. But what 
are they making sic a skirling for ? Deil ane o' 
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them's get in here it wadna be mensefu' ! I will 
sit wi' my back again the door ; it winna be that 
easy stirring me." 

Madge I" Madge I"" Madge Wildfire !" 
" Madge devil ! what have ye done with the horse ?" 
was repeatedly asked by the men without. 

" He's e'en at his supper, puir thing," answered 
Madge ; " deil an ye were at yours too, an it were 
scauding brimstane, and then we wad hae less o' 
your din." 

" Hi,supper ?" answered the more sulky ruffian 
" What d'ye mean by that ? Tell me where lie 
is, or I will knock your Bedlam brains out !" 

" He's in Gaffer Gabblewood's wheat-close, an 
ye maun ken." 

" His wheat-close, you crazed jilt!'* answered 
the other, with an accent of great indignation. 

" O, dear Tyburn Tarn, man, what ill will the 
blades of the young wheat do to the puir riaig ?" 

" That is not the question," said the other rob- 
ber ; " but what the country will say to us to-mor- 
row when they see him in such quarters. Go, 
Tom, and bring him in ; and avoid the soft ground 
my lad ; leave no hoof-track behind you." 

" I think you give me always the fag of it, what- 
ever is to be done," grumbled his companion. 

" Leap, Laurence, you're long enough," said the 
other ; and the fellow left the barn accordingly, 
without farther remonstrance. 

In the meanwhile, Madge had arranged herself 
for repose on the straw ; but still in a half-sitting 
posture, with her back resting 1 against the door of 
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the hovel, which, as it opened inwards, was in this 
manner kept shut by the weight of her person. 

" There's rnair shifts by stealing-, Jeanie," said 
Madge Wildfire ; " though whiles I can hardly get 
our mother to think sae. Wha wad hae thought 
but mysell of making a bolt of my ain back-bane ! 
But it's no sae strong as thae that I hae seen in the 
To! booth at Edinburgh. The hammermen of Edin- 
burgh are to my mind afore the world for making 
stancheons, ring-bolts, fetter-bolts, bars, and Jocks. 
And they arena that bad at girdles for carcakes 
neither, though the Cu'ross hammermen have the 
gree for that. My mother had ance a bonny Cu'- 
ross girdle, and I thought to have baked carcakes 
on it for my puir wean that's dead and gane nae 
fair way but we maun a' dee, ye ken, Jeanie 
You Caineronian bodies ken that brawlie ; and 
ye're for making a hell upon earth that ye may be 
less unwillin' to part wi' it. But as touching Bed- 
lam that ye were speaking about, 1'se ne'er recom- 
mend it mucklc the tae gate or the tother, be it 
right be it wrang. But ye ken what the sang 
says ?" And, pursuing the unconnected and floating 
wanderings of her mind, she sung aloud 

"In the bonny cells of Bedlam, 

Ere I was ane and twenty, 
I had hempen bracelets strong, 
And merry whips, ding-dong, 

And prayer and fasting plenty. 

" Weel, Jeanie, I am something herse the night, 
and I canna sing jnuckle mair ; and troth ? I think, 
I am gaun to sleep/' 
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She drooped her head on her breast, a posture 
from which Jeanie, who would have given the 
world for an opportunity of quiet to consider the 
means and the probability of her escape, was very 
careful not to disturb her. After nodding, how- 
ever, for a minute or two, with her eyes half closed, 
the unquiet and restless spirit of her malady again 
assailed Madge, She raised her head, and spoke, 
but with a lowered tone, which was again gradual- 
ly overcome by drowsiness, to which the fatigue of 
a day's journey on horseback had probably given 
unwonted occasion, " I dinna ken what makes 
me sae sleepy 1 amaist never sleep till my bonny 
Lady Moon gangs till her bed mair by token, 
when she's at the full, ye ken, rowing aboon us yon- 
der in her grand silver coach I have danced to her 
my lane sometimes for very joy and whiles dead 
folk came and danced wi' me the like o' Jock Por- 
teous, or ony body I had kend when I was living 
for ye maun ken I was ance dead mysell." Here 
the poor maniac sung in a low and wild tone, 

" My banes are buried in yon kirkyard 

Sae far ayont the sea, 
And it is but my blithesome ghaist 

That's speaking now to thee. 

" But, after a', Jeanie, my woman, naebody kens 
weel wha's living and wha's dead or wha's gane 
to Fairyland there's another question. Whiles I 
think my puir bairn's dead ye ken very weel it's 
buried but that signifies naething. I have had it 
on my knee a hundred times, and a hundred till 
that, since it was buried and how could that be 
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were it dead, ye ken ? it's merely impossible." 
And here, some conviction half-overcoming the 
reveries of her imagination, she burst into a fit of 
crying and ejaculation, " Wae's me ! wae's me ! 
wae's me !" till at length she moaned and sobbed 
herself into a deep sleep, which was soon intimated 
by her breathing hard, leaving Jeanie to her own 
melancholy reflections and observations. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Bind her quickly ; or, by this steel, 
I'll tell, although I truss for company. 

FLETCHER, 

THE imperfect light which shone into the win- 
dow enabled Jeanie to see that there was scarcely 
any chance of making her escape in that direction ; 
for the aperture was high in the wall, and so nar- 
row, that, could she have climbed up to it, she 
might well doubt whether it would have permitted 
her to pass her body through it. An unsuccessful 
attempt to escape would be sure to draw down 
worse treatment than she now received, and she, 
therefore, resolved to watch her opportunity care- 
fully ere making such a perilous effort. For this 
purpose she applied herself to the ruinous clay par- 
tition, which divided the hovel in which she now 
was from the rest of the waste barn. It was de- 
cayed and full of cracks and chinks, one of which 
she enlarged with her fingers, cautiously and with- 
out noise, until she could obtain a plain view of the 
old hag and the taller ruffian, whom they called 
Levitt, seated together beside the decayed fire of 
charcoal, and apparently engaged in close con- 
ference. She was at first terrified by the sight, for 
the features of the pld woman had a hideous cast of 

Y2 
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hardened and inveterate malice and ill-humour, 
and those of the man, though naturally less unfa- 
vourable, were such as corresponded well with 
licentious habits, and a lawless profession. 

" But I remembered," said Jeanie, " my worthy 
father's tales of a winter evening", how he was con- 
fined with the blessed martyr Mr James Renwick, 
who lifted up the fallen standard of the true reform- 
ed Kirk of Scotland, after the worthy and renowned 
Daniel Cameron, our last blessed bannerman, had 
fallen among the swords of the wicked at Airsmoss, 
and how the very hearts of the wicked malefactors 
and murderers, whom they were confined withal, 
were melted like wax at the sound of their doctrine ; 
and I bethought mysell, that the same help that 
was wi' them in their strait, wad be wi' me in mine, 
an I could but watch the Lord's time and opportu- 
nity for delivering my feet from their snare ; and I 
minded the Scripture of the blessed Psalmist, whilk 
he insisteth on, as weel in the forty-second as in the 
forty-third psalm, < Why art thou cast down, O my 
soul, and why art thou disquieted within me ? Hope 
in God, for I shall yet praise Him, who is the health 
of my countenance, and my God.' " 

Strengthened in a mind naturally calm, sedate, 
and firm, by the influence of religious confidence, 
this poor captive was enabled to attend to, and com- 
prehend, a great part of an interesting conversation 
which passed betwixt those into whose hands she 
had fallen, notwithstanding that their meaning was 
partly disguised by the occasional use of cant terms, 
of which Jeanie knew not the import, by the low 
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tone in which they spoke, and by their mode of 
supplying their broken phrases by shrugs and signs, 
as is usual amongst those of their disorderly pro- 
fession. 

The man opened the conversation by saying, 
" Now, dame, you see I am true to my friend. I 
have not forgot that you planked a chury^ which 
helped me through the bars of the Castle of York, 
and I came to do your work without asking ques- 
tions, for one good turn deserves another. But now 
that Madge, who is as loud as Tom of Lincoln, is 
somewhat still, and this same Tyburn Neddie is 
shaking his heels after the old nag, why, you must 
tell me what all this is about, and what's to be done 
for d n me if I touch the girl, or let her be 
touched, and she with Jim Rat's pass too." 

" Thou art an honest lad, Frank," answered the 
old woman, " but o'cn too kind for thy trade ; thy 
tender heart will get thee into trouble. I will see 
ye gang up Holborn Hill backward, and a' on the 
word of some silly loon that could never hae rapped 
to ye had ye drawn your knife across his weasand." 

" You may be baulked there, old one/' answer- 
ed the robber ; " I have known many a pretty lad 
cut short in his first summer upon the road, because 
he was something hasty with his flats and sharps. 
Besides, a man would fain live out his two years 
with a good conscience. So, tell me what all this 
is about, and what's to be done for you that one 
cqn do decently ?" 

* Concealed a knife 



260 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

" Why, you must know, Frank but first taste a 
snap of right Hollands." She drew a flask from her 
pocket, and filled the fellow a large bumper, which 
he pronounced to be the right thing. " You must 
know, then, Frank wunna ye mend your hand ?" 
again offering the flask. 

" No, no when a woman wants mischief from 
you, she always begins by filling you drunk. D n 
all Dutch courage. What I do I will do soberly 
I'll last the longer for that too." 

" Well, then, you must know," resumed the old 
woman, without any farther attempts at propitia- 
tion, " that tins girl is going to London." 

Here Jeanie could only distinguish the word 
" sister." 

The robber answered in a louder tone, " Fair 
enough that ; and what the devil is your business 
with it ?" 

" Business enough, I think. If the b queers 
the noose, that silly cull will marry her." 

" And who cares if he does ?" said the man. 

" Who cares, ye donnard Neddie ? / care ; and 
I will strangle her with my own hands, rather than 
she should come to Madge's preferment." 

" Madge's preferment ? Does your old blind 
eyes see no farther than that ? If he is as you say, 
d'ye think he'll ever marry a moon-calf like Madge ? 
Ecod, that's a good one Marry Madge Wildfire ! 
Ha! ha! ha!" 

" Hark ye, ye crack-rope padder, born beggar, 
and bred thief!" replied the hag, " suppose he 
never marries the wench, is that a reason he should 
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marry another, and that other to hold my daugh- 
ter's place, and she crazed, and I a beggar, and all 
along of him ? But I know that of him will hang 
him I know that of him will hang him, if he had a 
thousand lives I know that of him will hang 
hang hang him !" 

She grinned as she repeated and dwelt upon the 
fatal monosyllable, with the emphasis of a vindic- 
tive fiend. 

" Then why don't you hang hang hang him?" 
said Frank, repeating her words contemptuously. 
" There would be more sense in that, than in 
wreaking yourself here upon two wenches that have 
done you and your daughter no ill." 

" No ill ?" answered the old woman " and he 
to marry this jail-bird, if ever she gets her foot 
loose !" 

" But as there is no chance of his marrying a 
bird of your brood, I cannot, for iny soul, see what 
you have to do with all this," again replied the 
robber, shrugging his shoulders. " Where there is 
aught to be got, I'll go as far as my neighbours, 
but I hate mischief for mischief's sake." 

" And would you go nae length for revenge ?" 
said the hag " for revenge, the sweetest morsel to 
the mouth that ever was cooked in hell !" 

" The devil may keep it for his own eating, 
then," said the robber ; " for hang me if I like the 
sauce he dresses it with." 

" Revenge !" continued the old woman; " why, 
it is the best reward the devil gives us for our time 
here and hereafter. I have wrought hard for it 
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I have suffered for it, and I have sinned for it 
and I will have it, or there is neither justice in 
heaven nor in hell !" 

Levitt had by this time lighted a pipe, and was 
listening* with great composure to the frantic and 
vindictive ravings of the old hag. He was too 
much hardened by his course of life to be shocked 
with them too indifferent, and probably too stu- 
pid, to catch any part of their animation or energy. 
" But, mother," he said, after a pause, " still I say, 
that if revenge is your wish, you should take it on 
the young fellow himself." 

" I wish I could," she said, drawing in her breath, 
with the eagerness of a thirsty person while mimick- 
ing the action of drinking " I wish I could ! but 
no I cannot I cannot." 

" And why not ? You would think little of 

peaching and hanging him for this Scotch affair 

Rat me, one might have milled the Bank of Eng- 
land, and less noise about it." 

" I have nursed him at this withered breast," 
answered the old woman, folding her hands on her 
bosom, as if pressing an infant to it, " and though 
lie has proved an adder to me though ho has been 
the destruction of me and mine though he has 
made me company for the devil, if there be a devil, 
and food for hell, if there be such a place, yet I 
cannot take his life No, I cannot," she continued, 
with an appearance of rage against herself; " I have 
thought of it I have tried it but, Francis Levitt, 
I canna gang through wi't ! Na, na he was the 
first bairn I ever nurst ill I had been but man 
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can never ken what woman feels for the bairn she 
has held first to her bosom I" 

" To be sure," said Levitt, " we have no expe- 
rience. But, mother, they say you ha'n't been so 
kind to other bairns, as you call them, that have 
come in your way. Nay, d 11 me, never lay your 
hand on the whittle, for I am captain and leader 
here, and I will have no rebellion." 

The hag, whose first motion had been, upon hear- 
ing the question, to grasp the haft of a large knife, 
now unclosed her hand, stole it away from the 
weapon, and suffered it to fall by her side, while 
she proceeded with a sort of smile " Bairns I ye 
are joking, lad, wha wad touch bairns ? Madge, puir 
thing, had a misfortune wi' ane and the tother" 
Here her voice sunk so much, that Jeanie, though 
anxiously upon the watch, could not catch a word 
she said, until she raised her tone at the conclusion 
of the sentence " So Madge, in her daffin', threw 
it into the Nor'-Loch, I trow." 

Madge, whose slumbers, like those of most who 
labour under mental malady, had been short and 
were easily broken, now made herself heard from 
her place of repose. 

" Indeed, mother, that's a great lee, for I did nae 
sic thing." 

" Hush, thou hellicat devil," said her mother 
" By Heaven ! the other wench will be waking too I" 

" That may be dangerous," said Frank ; and he 
rose and followed Meg Murdockson across the 
floor. 

" Rise/' said the hag to her daughter, " or I sail 



264 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

drive the knife between the planks into the Bed- 
lam back of thee !" 

Apparently she at the same time seconded her 
threat, by pricking her with the point of a knife, 
for Madge, with a faint scream, changed her place, 
and the door opened. 

The old woman held a candle in one hand, and 
a knife in the other. Levitt appeared behind her ; 
whether with a view of preventing, or assisting her 
in any violence she might meditate, could not be 
well guessed. Jcanie's presence of mind stood her 
friend in this dreadful crisis. She had resolution 
enough to maintain the attitude and manner of one 
who sleeps profoundly, and to regulate even her 
breathing, notwithstanding the agitation of instant 
terror, so as to correspond with her attitude. 

The old woman passed the light across her eyes ; 
and although Jeanie's fears were so powerfully awa- 
kened by this movement, that she often declared 
afterwards, that she thought she saw the figures of 
her destined murderers through her closed eyelids, 
she had still the resolution to maintain the feint, on 
which her safety perhaps depended. 

Levitt looked at her with fixed attention ; he 
then turned the old woman out of the place, and 
followed her himself. Having regained the outer 
apartment, arid seated themselves, Jeanie heard the 
highwayman say, to her no small relief, " She's as 
fast as if she were in Bedfordshire. Now, old Meg, 
d n me, if I can understand a glim of this story 
of yours, or what good it will do you to hang the 
one wench, and torment the other ; but, rat me, I 
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will be true to my friend, and serve ye the way ye 
like it. I see it will be a bad job ; but I do think I 
could get her down to Surfleet on the Wash, and so 
on board Tom Moonshine's neat lugger, and keep 
her out of the way three or four weeks, if that will 
please ye ? But d n me if any one shall harm 
her, unless they have a mind to choke on a brace 
of blue plums. It's a cruel bad job, and I wish you 
and it, Meg, were both at the devil." 

" Never mind, hinny Levitt," said the old wo- 
man ; " you are a ruffler, and will have a' your ain 
gate She shanna gang to heaven an hour sooner 
for me ; I carena whether she live or die it's her 
sister ay, her sister !" 

" Well, we'll say no more about it, I hear Tom 
coming in. We'll couch a hogshead,* and so bet- 
ter had you," They retired to repose, accordingly, 
and all was silent in this asylum of iniquity. 

Jeanie lay for a long time awake. At break of 
day she heard the two ruffians leave the barn, after 
whispering with the old woman for some time. The 
sense that she was now guarded only by persons of 
her own sex gave her some confidence, and irre- 
sistible lassitude at length threw her into slumber. 

When the captive awakened, the sun was high 
in heaven, and the morning considerably advanced. 
Madge Wildfire was still in the hovel which had 
served them for the night, and immediately bid her 
good morning, with her usual air of insane glee. 
And d'ye ken, lass," said Madge, " there's queer 

* Lay ourselves dovni to sleep, 
VOL. XII. Z 
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things chanced since ye hae been in the land of 
Nod. The constables hae been here, woman, and 
they met wi' my minnie at the door, and they 
whirl'd her awa to the Justice's about the man's 
wheat. Dear ! thae English churls think as 
muckle about a blade of wheat or grass, as a Scots 
laird does about his maukiris and his muir-poots. 
Now, lass, if ye like, we'll play them a tine jink ; 
we will awa out and take a walk they will make 
unco wark when they miss us, but we can easily be 
back by dinner time, or before dark night at ony 
rate, and it will be some frolic and fresh air. -But 
maybe ye wad like to take some breakfast, and then 
lie down again ? I ken by mysell, there's whiles I 
can sit wi' my head on my hand the haill day, and 
havena a word to cast at a dog and other whiles 
that I canna sit still a moment. That's when the 
folk think me warst, but I am aye canny eneugh > 
ye needna be feared to walk wi' me." 

Had Madge Wildfire been the most raging lu- 
natic, instead of possessing a doubtful, uncertain, 
and twilight sort of rationality, varying, probably, 
from the influence of the most trivial causes, Jeanie 
would hardly have objected to leave a place of cap- 
tivity where she had so much to apprehend. She 
eagerly assured Madge that she had no occasion 
for farther sleep, no desire whatever for eating ; 
and hoping internally that she was not guilty of 
sin in doing so, she flattered her keeper's crazy 
humour for walking in the woods. 

" It's no a'thegither for that neither," said poor 
Madge ; " but I am judging ye will wun the better 
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out o' tliae folk's hands ; no that they arc a'the- 
gither bad folk neither, hut they have queer ways 
wi' them, and I whiles dinna think it has been ever 
very weel wi' my mother arid me since we kept sio 
like company ." 

With the haste, the joy, the fear, and the hope 
of a liberated captive, Jeanie snatched up her little 
bundle, followed Madge into the free air, and 
eagerly looked round her for a human habitation ; 
but none was to be seen. The ground was partly 
cultivated, and partly left in its natural state, ac- 
cording as the fancy of the slovenly agriculturists 
had decided. In its natural state it was waste, in 
some places covered with dwarf trees and bushes, 
in others swamp, and elsewhere firm and dry downs 
or pasture grounds. 

Jeanie's active mind next led her to conjecture 
which way the high-road lay, whence she had been 
forced. If she regained that public road, she ima- 
gined she must soon meet some person, or arrive 
at some house, where she might tell her story, and 
request protection. But after a glance around her, 
she saw with regret that she had no means what- 
ever of directing her course with any degree of cer- 
tainty, arid that she was still in dependence upon 
her crazy companion. " Shall we not walk upon 
the high-road ?" said she to Madge, in such a tone 
as a nurse uses to coax a child. " It's brawer 
walking on the road than amang time wild bushes 
and whins." 

Madge, who was walking very fast, stopped at 
this question, and looked at Jeanie with a sudden 
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and scrutinizing glance, that seemed to indicate 
complete acquaintance with her purpose. " Aha, 
lass !" she exclaimed, " are ye gaun to guide us 
that gate ? Yell be for making your heels save 
your head, I am judging/* 

Jeanie hesitated for a moment, on hearing her 
companion thus express herself, whether she had 
not better take the hint, and try to outstrip and get- 
rid of her. But she knew not in which direction 
to fly ; she was by no means sure that she would 
prove the swiftest, and perfectly conscious that, in 
the event of her being pursued and overtaken, she 
would be inferior to the madwoman in strength. 
She therefore gave up thoughts for the present of 
attempting to escape in that manner, and, saying a 
few words to allay Madge's suspicions, she follow- 
ed in anxious apprehension the wayward path by 
which her guide thought proper to lead her. 
Madge, infirm of purpose, and easily reconciled to 
the present scene, whatever it was, began soon to 
talk with her usual difFuseness of ideas. 

" It's a dainty thing to be in the woods on a fine 
morning like this I like it far better than the town, 
for there isna a wheen duddie bairns to be crying 
after ane, as if ane were a warld's wonder, just 
because ane maybe is a thought bonnier and better 
put-on than their neighbours though, Jeanie, ye 
suld never be proud o' braw claiths, or beauty nei- 
ther^ wae's me ! they're but a snare. I aiies thought 
better o' them, and what came o't ?" 

Are ye sure ye ken the way ye are taking us ?" 
said Jeanie, who began to imagine that she was 
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getting deeper into the woods, and more remote 
from the high-road. 

" Do I ken the road? Wasna I mony a day 
living here, and whatfor shouldna I ken the road? 
I might hae forgotten, too, for it was afore my 
accident ; but there are some things ane can never 
forget, let them try it as muckle as they like." 

By this time they had gained the deepest part 
of a patch of woodland. The trees were a little 
separated from each other, and at the foot of one 
of them, a beautiful poplar, was a variegated hillock 
of wild flowers and moss, such as the poet of Gras- 
mere has described in his verses on the Thorn. So 
soon as she arrived at this spot, Madge Wildfire, 
joining her hands above her head, with aloud scream 
that resembled laughter, flung herself all at once 
upon the spot, and remained lying there motionless. 

Jeanie's first idea \vas to take the opportunity 
of flight ; but her desire to escape yielded for a 
moment to apprehension for the poor insane being, 
who, she thought, might perish for want of relief. 
With an effort, which, in her circumstances, might 
be termed heroic, she stooped down, spoke in a 
soothing tone, and endeavoured to raise up the 
forlorn creature. She effected this with difficulty, 
and, as she placed her against the tree in a sitting 
posture, she observed with surprise, that her com- 
plexion, usually florid, was now deadly pale, and 
that her face was bathed in tears. Notwithstand- 
ing her own extreme danger, Jeanie was affected 
by the situation of her companion ; and the rather, 
that through the whole train of her wavering and 
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inconsistent state of mind and line of conduct, she 
discerned a general colour of kindness towards her- 
self, for which she felt grateful. 

" Let ine alane ! let me alane !" said the poor 
young woman, as her paroxysm of sorrow began to 
abate " Let me alane it does me good to weep. 
I canna shed tears but maybe anes or twice a-year, 
and I aye come to wet this turf with them, that 
the flowers may grow fair, and the grass may be 
green." 

" But what is the matter with you ?" said Jeanio 
" Why do you weep so bitterly?" 

" There's matter enow/' replied the lunatic, 
" mair than ae puir mind can bear, I trow. Stay 
a bit, and I'll tell you a' about it; for I like ye, 
Jeanie Deans a'body spoke weel about ye when 
we lived in the Pleasaunts And I mind aye the 
drink o' milk ye gae me yon day, when I had been 
on Arthur's Seat for four-and-twenty hours, look- 
ing for the ship that somebody was sailing in." 

These words recalled to Jeanic's recollection, 
that, in fact, she had been one morning much fright- 
ened by meeting a crazy young woman near her 
father's house at an early hour, and that, as she ap- 
peared to be harmless, her apprehension had been 
changed into pity, and she had relieved the unhap- 
py wanderer with some food, which she devoured 
with the haste of a famished person. The incident, 
trifling in itself, was at present of great importance, 
if it should be found to have made a favourable and 
permanent impression on the mind of the object of 
Jier charity. 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 271 

" Yes," said Madge, " I'll tell ye all about it 
for ye are a decent man's daughter Douce Davie 
Deans, ye ken and maybe ye'll can teach me to 
find out the narrow way, and the strait path ; for I 
have been burning bricks in Egypt, and walking 
through the weary wilderness of Sinai, for lang and 
mony a day. But whenever I think about mine 
errors, I am like to cover my lips for shame." 
Here she looked up and smiled. " It's a strange 
thing now I hae spoke mair gude words to you in 
ten minutes, than I wad speak to my mother in as 
mony years. It's no that I dinna think on them 
and whiles they are just at my tongue's end ; but 
then comes the Devil, and brushes my lips with 
his black wing, and lays his broad black loof on my 
mouth for a black loof it is, Jeanie and sweeps 
away a' my glide thoughts, and dits up my gude 
words, and pits a wheen fule sangs and idle vanities 
in their place." 

" Try, Madge," said Jeanie, " try to settle your 
mind and make your breast clean, and you'll find 
your heart easier Just resist the devil, and he will 
flee from you and mind that, as my worthy father 
tells me, there is nae devil sae deceitfu' as our ain 
wandering thoughts." 

And that's true too, lass," said Madge, start- 
ing up; " and I'll gang a gate where the devil 
daurna follow me ; and it's a gate that you will like 
dearly to gang but Fli keep a fast haud o' your 
arm, for fear Apollyon should stride across the path, 
as he did in the Pilgrim's Progress." 

Accordingly she got up, and, taking Jeanie by 
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the arm, began to walk forward at a great pace ; 
and soon, to her companion's no small joy, came 
into a marked path, with the meanders of which she 
seemed perfectly acquainted. Jeanie endeavoured 
to bring her back to the confessional, but the fancy 
was gone by. In fact, the mind of this deranged 
being resembled nothing so much as a quantity of 
dry leaves, which may for a few minutes remain 
still, but are instantly discomposed and put in mo- 
tion by the first casual breath of air. She had now 
got John Bunyan's parable into her head, to the 
exclusion of every thing else, and on she went with 
great volubility. 

" Did ye never read the Pilgrim's Progress ? 
And you shall be the woman Christiana, and I will 
be the maiden Mercy for ye ken Mercy was of the 
fairer countenance, and the more alluring than her 
companion and if 1 had my little messan dog here, 
it would be Great- Heart their guide, ye ken, for 
lie was e'en as bauld, that he wad bark at ony thing 
twenty times his size ; and that was e'en the death 
of him, for he bit Corporal MacAlpine's heels ae 
morning when they were hauling me to the guard- 
house, and Corporal Mac Alpine killed the bit faith- 
fu' thing wi' his Lochaber axe deil pike the High- 
land banes o' him !" 

" fie, Madge," said Jeanie, " ye should not 
speak such words." 

" It's very true," said Madge, shaking her head ; 
" but then I mamma think on my puir bit doggie, 
Snap, when I saw it lying dying in the gutter. 
But it's just as weel, for it suffered baith cauld and 
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hunger when it was living, and in the grave there 
is rest for a' things rest for the doggie, and my 
puir bairn, and me." 

" Your bairn ?" said Jeanie, conceiving that by 
speaking on such a topic, supposing it to be a real 
one, she could not fail to bring her companion to 
a more composed temper. 

She was mistaken, however, for Madge coloured, 
and replied with some anger, " My bairn ? ay, to 
be sure, my bairn. Whatfor shouldna I hae a bairn, 
and lose a bairn too, as weel as your bonny tittle, 
the Lily of St Leonard's ?" 

The answer struck Jeanie with some alarm, and 
she was anxious to soothe the irritation she had un- 
wittingly given occasion to. " I am very sorry for 
your misfortune" 

" Sorry? what wad ye be sorry for?" answered 
Madge. " The bairn was a blessing that is, 
Jeanie, it wad hae been a blessing if it hadna been 
for my mother ; but my mother's a queer woman. 
Ye see, there was an auld carle wi' a bit land, 
and a gude clat o' siller besides, just the very pic- 
ture of old Mr Feeblemind or Mr Ready-to-halt, 
that Great-Heart delivered from Slaygood the giant, 
when he was rifling him and about to pick his 
bones, for Slaygood was of the nature of the flesh- 
eaters and Great- Heart killed Giant Despair too 
but I am doubting Giant Despair's come alive 
again, for a' the story book I find him busy at my 
heart whiles." 

" Weel, and so the auld carle," said Jeanie, for 
she was painfully interested in getting to the truth 
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of Madge's history, which she could not but sus- 
pect was in some extraordinary way linked and en- 
twined with the fate of her sister. She was also 
desirous, if possible, to engage her companion in 
some narrative which might he carried on in a low- 
er tone of voice, for she was in great apprehension 
lest the elevated notes of Madge's conversation 
should direct her mother or the robbers in search 
of them. 

" And so the auld carle," said Madge, repeat- 
ing her words " I wish you had seen him stoiting 
about, aff ae leg on to the other, wi' a kind o' dot- 
and-go-ono sort o' motion, as if ilk ane o' his twa 
legs had belonged to sindry folk But Gentle 
George could take him aff brawly Eh, as I used 
to laugh to see George gang hip-hop like him ! 
I dinna ken, I think I laughed heartier then than 
what I do now, though maybe no just sae muckle." 

" And who was Gentle George ?" said Jeanie, 
endeavouring to bring her back to her story. 

" O, he was Geordie Robertson, ye ken, when 
he was in Edinburgh ; but that's no his right name 
neither His name is But what is your busi- 
ness wi' his name ?" said she, as if upon sudden re- 
collection. " What have ye to do asking for folk's 
names ? Have ye a mind I should scour my knife 
between your ribs, as my mother says?" 

As this was spoken with a menacing tone and 
gesture, Jeanie hastened to protest her total inno- 
cence of purpose in the accidental question which 
she had asked, and Madge Wildfire went on some- 
what pacified. 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 275 

" Never ask folk's names, Jeanie it's no civil 
I liae seen half-a-dozen o' folk in my mother's 
at anes, and ne'er ane o' them ca'd the ither by his 
name ; and Daddie Ratton says, it is the most un- 
civil thing may be, because the bailie bodies are aye 
asking fashions questions, when ye saw sic a man, 
or sic a man ; and if ye dinna ken their names, ye 
ken there can be iiae mair speer'd about it." 

In what strange school, thought Jeariie to her- 
self, has this poor creature been bred up, where 
such remote precautions are taken against the pur- 
suits of justice ? What would my father or Reu- 
ben Butler think, if I were to tell them there are 
sic folk in the world ? And to abuse the simpli- 
city of this demented creature ! O, that I were but 
safe at hame amaiig mine ain leal and true people ! 
and I'll bless God, while I have breath, that placed 
me amongst those who live in His fear, and under 
the shadow of His wing. 

She was interrupted by the insane laugh of 
Madge Wildfire, as she saw a magpie hop across 
the path. 

" See there ! that was the gait my old joe used 
to cross the country, but no just sae lightly he 
hadna wings to help his auld legs, I trow ; but I 
behoved to have married him for a' that, Jeanie, 
or my mother would have been the dead o' me. Cut 
then came in the story of my poor bairn, and my 
mother thought he wad be deaved wi' its skirling, 
and she pat it away in below the bit bourock of 
turf yonder, just to be out o' the gate ; and I think 
she buried my best wits with it, for 1 have never 



276 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

been just my sell since. And only think, Jeanie, after 
my mother had been at a' this pains, the auld doit- 
ed body Johnny Urottle turned up his riose, and 
wadna hae aught to say to me ! But it's little I 
care for him, for I have led a merry life ever since, 
and ne'er a braw gentleman looks at me but ye wad 
think he was gaun to drop off his horse for mere 
love of me. I have kend some o' them put their 
hand in their pocket, and gie me as muckle as six- 
pence at a time, just for my wecl-faurd face." 

This speech gave Jeanie a dark insight into 
Madge's history. She had been courted by a 
wealthy suitor, whose addresses her mother had 
favoured, notwithstanding the objection of old age 
and deformity. She had been seduced by some pro- 
fligate, and, to conceal her shame and promote the 
advantageous match she had planned, her mother 
had not hesitated to destroy the offspring- of their 
intrigue. That the consequence should be the to- 
tal derangement of a mind which was constitution- 
ally unsettled by giddiness and vanity, was ex- 
tremely natural ; and such was, in fact, the history 
of Madge Wildfire's insanity. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

So free from danger, free from fear, 

They cross'd the court right glntl they were. 

ClIRISTABET.. 

PURSUING the path which Madge had chosen, 
Jeanie Deans observed, to her no small delight, 
that marks of more cultivation appeared, and the 
thatched roofs of houses, with their bine smoke 
arising in little columns, were seen embosomed in 
a tuft of trees at some distance. The track led 
in that direction, and Joanie therefore resolved, 
while Madge continued to pnrsiie it, that she would 
ask her no questions ; having had the penetration 
to observe, that by doing so she ran the risk of 
irritating her guide, or awakening suspicions, to the 
impressions of which, persons in Madge's unsettled 
state of mind are particularly liable. 

Madge therefore, uninterrupted, went on with 
the wild disjointed chut which her rambling imagi- 
nation suggested ; a mood in which she was much 
more communicative respecting her own. history 3 
and that of others, than when there was any at- 
tempt made, by direct queries, or cross-examina- 
tions, to extract information on these subjects. 

" It's a queer thing," she said, " but whiles 1 
can speak about the bit bairn and the rest of it, just 
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as if it bad been another body's, and no my ain ; 
and whiles I am like to break my heart about it 
Had you ever a bairn, Jeanie ?" 

Jeanie replied in the negative. 

" Ay ; but your sister had, though and I ken 
what came o't too." 

" In the name of heavenly mercy," said Jeanie, 
forgetting the line of conduct which she had hi- 
therto adopted, " tell me but what became of that 
unfortunate babe, and" 

Madge stopped, looked at her gravely and fix- 
edly, and then broke into a great fit of laughing 
" Aha, lass, catch me if you can I think it's 
easy to gar you trow ony thing. How suld I ken 
ony thing o ? your sister's wean ? Lasses suld hae 
naething to do wi' weans till they are married 
and then a' the gossips and cummers come in and 
feast as if it were the blithest day in the warld. 
They say maidens' bairns arc weel guided. I wot 
that wasna true of your tittie's and mine ; but 
these are sad tales to tell I maun just sing a bit 
to keep up my heart It's a sang that Gentle 
George made on me lang syne, when I went with 
him to Lockington wake, to see him act upon a 
stage, in fine clothes, with the player folk. He 
might have dune waur than married me that night 
as he promised better wed over the mixen* as 
over the moor, as they say in Yorkshire he may 
gang farther and fare waur but that's a' ane to 
the sang, 

* A homely proverb, signifying, better wed a neighbour than 
one fetched from a distance. -Mixen signifies dunghill. 
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< I'm Madge of the country, I'm Madge of the town, 
And I'm Madge of the lad I am blithest to own 
The Lady of Beever in diamonds may shine, 
But has not a heart half so lightsome as mine. 

( I am Queen of the Wake, and I'm Lady of May, 
And I lead the blithe ring round the May- pole to-day : 
The wild-fire that flashes so fair and so free, 
Was never so bright, or so bonny, as mo. 1 

" I like that the best o' a' my sangs," continued the 
maniac, " because he made it. I am often singing 
it, and that's maybe the reason folk ca' me Madge 
Wildfire. I aye answer to the name, though it's no 
my ain, for what's the use of making a fash ?" , 

" But ye shouldna sing upon the Sabbath at 
least/' said Jeanic, who, amid all her distress and 
anxiety, could not help being scandalized at the 
deportment of her companion, especially as they 
now approached near to the little village. 

" Ay ! is this Sunday ?" said Madge. " My 
mother leads sic a life, wi' turning night into day, 
that ane loses a' count o' the days o' the week, and 
disna ken Sunday frac Saturday. Besides, it's a' 
your whiggery in England, folk sing when they 
like And then, ye ken, you are Christiana, and I 
am Mercy and ye ken, as they went on their way, 
they sang." And she immediately raised one of 
John Bunyan's ditties : 

" He that is down need fear no fall, 

He that is low no pride ; 
He that is humble ever shall 

Have God to be his guide. 



280 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

lt Fulness to such a burthen is 

That go on pilgrimage ; 
Here little, and hereafter bliss, 

Is best from age to age. 

" And do ye ken, Jeanie, I think there's much 
truth in that book, the Pilgrim's Progress. The 
boy that sings that song was feeding his father's 
sheep in the Valley of Humiliation, and Mr Great- 
Heart says, that he lived a merrier life, and had 
more of the herb called heart's- ease in his bosom, 
than they that wear silk and velvet like me, and are 
as bonny as I am." 

Jeanie Deans had never read the fanciful and 
delightful parable to which Madge alluded. Ban- 
yan was, indeed, a rigid Oalviuist, hut then he was 
also a member of a Baptist congregation, so that 
his works had no place on David Deans's shelf of 
divinity. Madge, however, at some time of her 
life, had been well acquainted, as it appeared, with 
the most popular of his performances, which, in- 
deed, rarely fails to make a deep impression upon 
children, and people of the lower rank. 

" I am sure," she continued, " I may weel say 
I am come out of the city of Destruction, for my 
mother is Mrs Bat's-eyes, that dwells at Deadman's 
Corner ; and Frank Levitt, and Tyburn Tarn, they 
may be likened to Mistrust and Guilt, that came 
galloping up, and struck the poor pilgrim to the 
ground with a great club, and stole a bag of silver, 
which was most of his spending money, and so have 
they done to many, and will do to more. But now 
we will gang to the Interpreter's house, for 1 ken 
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a man that will play the Interpreter right weel 
for he has eyes lifted up to heaven, the best of 
books in his hand, the law of truth written on his 
lips, and he stands as if he pleaded wi' men O if 
I had minded what he had said to me, I had never 
been the cast-away creature that I am ! But it is all 
over now. But we'll knock at the gate, and then 
the keeper will admit Christiana, but Mercy will 
be left out and then I'll stand at the door trem- 
bling and crying, and then Christiana that's you, 
Jeanie will intercede for me ; and then Mercy 
that's me, ye ken will faint ; and then the Inter- 
preter yes, the Interpreter, that's Mr Staunton 
himself, will come out and take me that's poor, 
lost, demented me by the hand, and give me a 
pomegranate, and a piece of honeycomb, and a small 
bottle of spirits, to stay my fainting and then the 
good times will come back again, and we'll be the 
happiest folk you ever saw." 

In the midst of the confused assemblage of ideas 
indicated in this speech, Jeanie thought she saw 
a serious purpose on the part of Madge, to endea- 
vour to obtain the pardon and countenance of some 
one whom she had offended ; an attempt the most 
likely of all others to bring them once more into 
contact with law and legal protection. She, there- 
fore, resolved to be guided by her while she was in 
so hopeful a disposition, and act for her own safety 
according to circumstances. 

They were now close by the village, one of those 
beautiful scenes which are so often found in merry 
]|England, where the cottages, instead of being built 
2 A3 



282 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

iii two direct lines on each side of a dusty high- 
road, stand in detached groups, interspersed not 
only with large oaks and elms, hut with fruit-trees, 
so many of which were at this time in flourish, 
that the grove seemed enamelled with their crim- 
son and white hlossoms. In the centre of the ham- 
let stood the parish church and its little Gothic 
tower, from which at present was heard the Sun- 
day chime of bells. 

" We will wait here until the folk are a' in the 
church they ca' the kirk a church in England, 
Jeanie, he sure you mind that for if I was gauii 
forward amang them, a' the gaitts o' hoys and 
lasses wad he crying at Madge Wildfire's tail, the 
little hellrakers ! and the beadle would bo as hard 
upon us as if it was our fault. I like their skirling 
as ill as he does, I can tell him ; I'm sure I often 
wish there was a hot peat doun their throats when 
they set them up that gate." 

Conscious of the disorderly appearance of her own 
dress after the adventure of the preceding night, 
and of the grotesque habit and demeanour of her 
guide, and sensible how important it was to secure 
an attentive and patient audience to her strange 
story from some one who might have the means to 
protect her, Jeanie readily acquiesced in Madge's 
proposal to rest under the trees, by which they were 
still somewhat screened, until the commencement 
of service should give them an opportunity of enter- 
ing the hamlet without attracting a crowd around 
tl\em. She made the less opposition, that Madge 
had intimated that this was not the village where 
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her mother was in custody, and that the two squires 
of the pad were absent in a different direction. * 

She sate herself down, therefore*, at the foot of 
an oak, and by the assistance of a placid fountain 
which had been dammed up for the use of the vil- 
lagers, and which served her as a natural mirror, 
she began no uncommon thing with a Scottish 
maiden of her rank to arrange her toilette in the 
open air, and bring her dress, soiled and disorder- 
ed as it was, into such order as the place and cir- 
cumstances admitted. 

She soon perceived reason, however, to regret 
that she had set about this task, however decent and 
necessary, in the present time and society. Madge 
Wildfire, who, among other indications of insanity, 
had a most overweening opinion of those charms, 
to which, in fact, she had owed her misery, and 
whose mind, like a raft upon a lake, was agitated 
and driven about at random by each fresh impulse*, 
no sooner beheld Jeanie begin to arrange her hair, 
place her bonnet in order, rub the dust from her 
shoes and clothes, adjust her neck-handkerchief 
and mittens, and so forth, than with imitative zeal 
she began to bedizen and trick herself out with 
shreds and remnants of beggarly finery, which she 
took out of a little bundle, and which, when dis- 
posed around her person, made her appearance ten 
times more fantastic arid apish than it had been 
before. 

Jeanie groaned in spirit, but dared not interfere 
in a matter so delicate. Across the man's cap or 
riding hat which she wore, Madge placed a broken 



284 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

and soiled white feather, intersected with one which 
had been shed from the train of a peacock. To her 
dress, which was a kind of riding-habit, she stitch- 
ed, pinned, and otherwise secured, a large furbelow 
of artificial flowers, all crushed, wrinkled, and dir- 
ty, which had first bedecked a lady of quality, then 
descended to her Abigail, and dazzled the inmates 
of the servants' -hall. A tawdry scarf of yellow 
silk, trimmed with tinsel and spangles, which had 
seen as hard service, and boasted as honourable a 
transmission, was next flung over one shoulder, and 
fell across her person in the manner of a shoulder- 
belt, or baldrick. Madge then stripped off the 
coarse ordinary shoes which she wore, and replaced 
them by a pair of dirty satin ones, spangled and 
embroidered to match the scarf, and furnished with 
very high heels. She had cut a willow switch in 
her morning's walk, almost as long as a boy's fish- 
ing-rod. This she set herself seriously to peel, and 
when it was transformed into such a wand as the 
Treasurer or High Steward bears on public occa- 
sions, she told Jeanie that she thought they now 
looked decent, as young women should do upon 
the Sunday morning, and that as the bells had done 
ringing, she was willing to conduct her to the In- 
terpreter's house. 

Jfcanie sighed heavily, to think it should be her 
lot on the Lord's day, and during kirk-time too, to 
parade the street of an inhabited village with so 
very grotesque a comrade ; but necessity had no 
law, since, without a positive quarrel with the mad- 
woman, which, in the circumstances, would have 
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been very unadvisable, slio could see no means of 
shaking herself free of her society. 

As for poor Madge, she was completely elated 
with personal vanity, and the most perfect satisfac- 
tion concerning her own dazzling dress, and supe- 
rior appearance. They entered the hamlet without 
being observed, except by one old woman, who, 
being nearly " high-gravel blind/' was only con- 
scious that something very fine and glittering was 
passing by, and dropped as deep a reverence to 
Madge as she would have done to a Countess. This 
filled up the measure; of Madge's self-approbation. 
She minced, she ambled, see smiled, she simpered, 
and waved Jeauie Deans forward with the conde- 
scension of a noble cJiaperone^ who has undertaken 
the charge of a country miss on her first journey 
to the capital. 

Jeanie followed in patience, and with her eyes 
fixed on the ground, that she might save herself 
the mortification of seeing her companion's absurd- 
ities ; but she started when, ascending two or 
three steps, she found herself in the churchyard, 
and saw that Madge was making straight for the 
door of the church. As Jeanie had no mind to 
enter the congregation in such company, she walk- 
ed aside from the pathway, and said in a decided 
tone, " Madge, I will wait here till the church 
comes out you may go in by yourself if you have 
a mind." 

As she spoke these words, she was about to seat 
herself upon one of the gravestones. 

Madge was a little before Jeanie when she turn- 
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ed aside; but suddenly changing her course, she 
followed her with long strides, and, with every fea- 
ture inflamed with passion, overtook and seized her 
by the arm. " Do ye think, ye ungratefu' wretch, 
that I am gaun to let you sit doun upon my father's 
grave ? The deil settle ye doun ; if ye dinna rise 
and come into the Interpreter's house, that's the 
house of God, wi' me, but I'll rive every dud aff 
your back !" 

She adapted the action to the phrase ; for with 
one clutch she stripped Jeanie of her straw bonnet 
and a handful of her hair to boot, and threw it up 
into an old yew tree, where it stuck fast. Jeanie's 
first impulse was to scream, but conceiving she 
might receive deadly harm before she could obtain 
the assistance of any one, notwithstanding the vi- 
cinity of the church, she thought it wiser to follow 
the madwoman into the congregation, where she 
might find some means of escape from her, or at 
least be secured against her violence. But when 
she meekly intimated her consent to follow Madge, 
her guide's uncertain brain had caught another train 
of ideas. She held Jeanie fast with one hand, and 
with the other pointed to the inscription on the 
gravestone, and commanded her to read it, Jeanie 
obeyed, and read these words : 

" THIS MONUMENT WAS ERECTED TO THE MEMORY OF DONALD 
MURDOCKSON OF THE KlNG's XXVI., OR CAMERONIAN REGI- 
MENT, A SINCERE CHRISTIAN, A BRAVE SOLDIER, AND A FAITH- 
FUL SERVANT, BY HIS GRATEFUL AND SORROWING MASTER, RO- 
BERT STAUNTON." > 

" It's very weel read, Jeanie ; it's just the very 
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words/' said Madge, whoso ire had now faded into 
deep melancholy, and with a step, which, to Jeanie's 
great joy, was uncommonly quiet and mournful, she 
led her companion towards the door of the church. 

It was one of those old-fashioned Gothic parish 
churches which are frequent in England, the most 
cleanly, decent, and reverential places of worship 
that are, perhaps, anywhere to be found in the 
Christian world. Yet, notwithstanding the decent 
solemnity of its exterior, Jeauic was too faithful 
to the directory of the presbyterian kirk to have 
entered a prelatic place of worship, and would, upon 
any other occasion, have thought that she beheld in 
the porch the venerable figure of her father waving 
her back from the entrance, and pronouncing in a 
solemn tone, " Cease, my child, to hear the instruc- 
tion which causeth to err from the words of know- 
ledge." But in her present agitating and alarming 
situation, she looked for safety to this forbidden 
place of assembly, as the hunted animal will some- 
times seek shelter from imminent danger in the 
human habitation, or in other places of refuge most 
alien to its nature and habits. Not even the sound 
of the organ, and of one or two flutes which accom- 
panied the psalmody, prevented her from following 
her guide into the chancel of the church. 

No sooner had Madge put her foot upon the pave- 
ment, and become sensible that she was the object 
of attention to the spectators, than she resumed all 
the fantastic extravagance of deportment which 
some transient touch of melancholy had banished 
for an instant. She swam rather than walked up 
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the centre aisle, dragging Jeanie after her, r whom 
she held fast by the hand. She would, indeed, have 
fain slipped aside into the pew nearest to the door, 
and left Madge to ascend in her own manner and 
alone to the high places of the synagogue ; but this 
was impossible, without a degree of violent resist- 
ance, which seemed to her inconsistent with the 
time and place, and she was accordingly led in cap- 
tivity up the whole length of the church by her 
grotesque conductress, who, with half-shut eyes, a 
prim srniJe upon her lips, and a mincing motion with 
her hands, which corresponded with the delicate 
and affected pace at which she was pleased to move, 
seemed to take the general stare of the congrega- 
tion, which such an exhibition necessarily excited, 
as a high compliment, and which she returned by 
nods and half curtsies to individuals amongst the 
audience, whom she seemed to distinguish as ac- 
quaintances. Her absurdity was enhanced in the 
eyes of the spectators by the strange contrast which 
she formed to her companion, who, with dishevel- 
led hair, downcast eyes, and a face glowing with 
shame, was dragged, as it were, in triumph after 
her. 

Madge's airs were at length fortunately cut short 
by her encountering in her progress the looks of the 
clergyman, who fixed upon her a glance, at once 
steady, compassionate, arid admonitory. She has- 
tily opened an empty pew which happened to be near 
her, and entered, dragging in Jeariie after her. 
Kicking Jeanie on the shins, by way of hint that 
she should follow her example, she sunk her head 
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upon her hand for the space of a minute. Jeanie, 
to whom this posture of mental devotion was entire- 
ly new, did not attempt to do the like, but looked 
round her with a bewildered stare, which her neigh- 
bours, judging from the company in which they 
saw her, very naturally ascribed to insanity. Every 
person in their immediate vicinity drew back from 
this extraordinary couple as far as the limits of their 
pew permitted ; but one old man could not get 
beyond Madge's reach, ere she had snatched the 
prayer-book from his hand, and ascertained the 
lesson of the day. She then turned up the ritual, 
and, with the most overstrained enthusiasm of ges- 
ture and manner, showed Jeanie the passages as 
they were read in the service, making, at the same 
time, her own responses so loud as to be heard above 
those of every other person, 

Notwithstanding the shaine and vexation which 
Jeanie felt in being thus exposed in a place of wor- 
ship, she could not and durst not omit rallying her 
spirits so as to look around her, and consider to 
whom she ought to appeal for protection so soon 
as the service should be concluded. Her first ideas 
naturally lixed upon the clergyman, and she was 
confirmed in the resolution by observing that he 
was an aged gentleman, of a dignified appearance 
and deportment, who read the service with an un- 
disturbed and decent gravity, which brought back 
to becoming attention those younger members of 
the congregation who had been disturbed by the 
extravagant behaviour of Madge Wildfire. To the 
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clergyman, therefore, Jeanie resolved to make her 
appeal when the service was over. 

It is true she felt disposed to be shocked at his 
surplice, of which she had heard so much, but which 
she had never seen upon the person of a preacher 
of the word. Then she was confused by the change 
of posture adopted in different parts of the ritual, 
the more so as Madge Wildfire, to whom they seem* 
ed familiar, took the opportunity to exercise autho- 
rity over her, pulling her up and pushing her down 
with a bustling assiduity, which Jeanie felt must 
make them both the objects of painful attention. 
But notwithstanding these prejudices, it was her 
prudent resolution, in this dilemma, to imitate as 
nearly as she could what was done around her. The 
prophet, she thought, permitted Naaman the Syrian 
to bow even in the house of Riminoii. Surely if 
I, in this streight, worship the God of my fathers 
in mine own language, although the manner thereof 
be strange to me, the Lord will pardon me in this 
thing. 

In this resolution she became so much confirmed, 
that, withdrawing herself from Madge as far as the 
pew permitted, she endeavoured to evince, by seri- 
ous and undeviating attention to what was passing, 
that her mind was composed to devotion. Her .tor- 
mentor would not long have permitted her to re- 
main quiet, but fatigue overpowered her, and she 
fell fast asleep in the other corner of the pew. 

Jeanie, though her mind in her own despite some- 
times reverted to her situation, compelled herself 
to give attention to a sensible; energetic, and well- 
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composed discourse, upon the practical doctrines of 
Christianity, which she could not help approving-, 
although it was every word written down and read 
by the preacher, and although it was delivered in 
a tone and gesture very different from those of 
Boanerges Stormheaven, who was her father's fa- 
vourite preacher. The serious and placid attention 
with which Jeanie listened, did not escape the 
clergyman. Madge Wildfire's entrance had ren- 
dered him apprehensive of some disturbance, to pro- 
vide against which, as far as possible, he often turn- 
ed his eyes to the part of the church where Jeanie 
and she were placed, and became soon aware that, 
although the loss of her head-gear, and the awk- 
wardness of her situation, had given an uncommon 
and anxious air to the features of the former, yet 
she was in a state of mind very different from that 
of her companion. When he dismissed the con- 
gregation, he observed her look around with a wild 
and terrified look, as if uncertain what course she 
ought to adopt, and noticed that she approached 
one or two of the most decent of the congregation, 
as if to address them, and then shrunk back timid- 
ly, on observing that they seemed to shun and to 
avoid her. The clergyman was satisfied there must 
be something extraordinary in all this, and as a 
benevolent man, as well as a good Christian pastor, 
he resolved to enquire into the matter more mi- 
nutely. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



. There govern'cl in that year 

A stern, stout clmi'l an angry overs?r. 

CIUBBE. 



WHILE Mr Staunton, for such was this worthy 
clergyman's name, was laying- aside his gown in tho 
vestry, Jeanie was in the act of coming to an open 
rupture with Madge. 

" We must return to Mummer's barn directly," 
said Madge ; " we'll be ower late, and my mother 
will be angry." 

" I am not going back with you, Madge/' said 
Jeanie, taking out a guinea, and offering it to her ; 
" I am much obliged to you, but I maun gang my 
ain road," 

" And me coming a' this way out o' my gate to 
pleasure you, ye ungratefu' cutty," answered Madge ; 
" and me to be brained by my mother when I gang 
hame, and a' for your sake ! But I will gar ye as 
good" 

" For God's sake," said Jeanie to a man who 
stood beside them, " keep her off ! she is mad." 

" Ey, ey," answered the boor ; " I hae some guess 
of that, and I trow thou be'st a bird of the same 
feather. Howsomever, Madge, I redd thee keep 
hand off her, or Fse lead thee a whister-poop." 
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Several of the lower class of the parishioners 
now gathered round the strangers, and the cry 
arose among the boys, that " there was a-going to 
be a fite between mad Madge Murdoeksoii and 
another Bess of Bedlam." But while the fry as- 
sembled with the humane hope of seeing as much 
of the fun as possible, the laced cocked-hat of the 
beadle was discerned among the multitude, and all 
made way for that person of awful authority. His 
first address was to Madge. 

" What's brought thee back again, thou silly 
donnot, to plague this parish? Hast thou brought 
ony more bastards wi' thee to lay to honest men's 
doors ? or does thou think to burden us with this 
goose, that's as gare-brained as thysell, as if rates 
were no up enow ? Away wi' thee to thy thief of 
a mother ; she's fast in the stocks at Barkston 
town-end Away wi' ye out o' the parish, or I'se 
be at ye with the rat an." 

Madge stood sulky for a minute ; but she had 
been too often taught submission to the beadle's 
authority by ungentle means, to feel courage enough 
to dispute it. 

" And my mother my puir auld mother, is iu 
the stocks at Barkston! This is a' your wyte, 
Miss Jeanie Deans ; but I'll be upsides wi' you, as 
sure as my name's Madge Wildfire I mean Mur- 
dockson God help me, I forget my very name in 
this confused waste I" 

So saying, she turned upon her heel, and went 
off, followed by all the mischievous imps of the vil- 
lage, some crying, " Madge, canst thou tell thy 
2 B L> 
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name yet?" some pulling- the skirts of her dress, 
and all, to the best of their strength and ingenuity, 
exercising some new device or other to exasperate 
her into frenzy. 

Jeanie saw her departure with infinite delight, 
though she wished, that, in some way or other, she 
could have requited the service Madge had confer- 
red upon her. 

In the meantime, she applied to the beadle to 
know, whether " there was any house in the vil- 
lage, where she could be civilly entertained for her 
money, and whether she could be permitted to 
speak to the clergyman ?" 

" Ay, ay, we'se ha' reverend care on thee ; and I 
think/' answered the man of constituted authority, 
" that, unless thou answer the Rector all the better, 
we'se spare thy money, and gie thee lodging at the 
parish charge, young Woman." 

" Where am I to go then ?" said Jeanie, in some 
alarm. 

" Why, I am to take thee to his Reverence, in 
the first place, to gie an account o' thysell, nd to 
see thou comcria to be a burden upon the parish." 

" I do not wish to burden any one," replied 
Jeanie ; " I have enough for my own wants, and 
only wish to get on my journey safely." 

" Why that's another matter," replied the bea- 
dle, " an if it be true and I think thou dost not 
look so polrumptious as thy playfellow yonder ; 
thou wouldst be a mettle lass enow, an thou wert 
snog and snod a bit better. Come thou away, then 
the Hector is a good man." 
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" Is that the minister," said Jeanie, " who 
p road led" 

" The minister ? Lord help thee ! What kind o' 
presbyterian art thou? Why, 'tis the Rector 
the Rector's sell, woman, and there isna the like o' 
him in the county, nor the four next to it. Come 
away away with thee we munna bide here." 

" I am sure I am very willing to go to see the mi- 
nister," said Jeanie ; " for, though he read his dis- 
course, and wore that surplice, as they call it here, 
I cannot but think he must be a very worthy God- 
fearing man, to preach the root of the matter in the 
way he did." 

The disappointed rabble, finding that there was 
like to be no farther sport, had by this time disper- 
sed, and Jeanie, with hor usual patience, followed 
her consequential and surly, but not brutal, con- 
ductor towards the rectory. 

This clerical mansion was large and commodious, 
for the living was an excellent one, and the ad- 
vowsori belonged to a very wealthy family in the 
neighbourhood, who had usually bred up a son or 
nephew to the church, for the sake of inducting 
him, as opportunity offered, into this very comfort- 
able provision. In this manner the rectory of Wil- 
lingham had always been considered as a direct and 
immediate appanage of Willingham-hall ; and as 
the rich baronets to whom the latter belonged had 
usually a son, or brother, or nephew, settled in the 
living, the utmost care had been taken to render 
their habitation not merely respectable and com- 
modious, but even dignified and imposing. 
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It was situated about four hundred yards from 
the village, and on a rising ground which sloped 
gently upward, covered with small enclosures, or 
closes, laid out irregularly, so that the old oaks and 
elms, which were planted in hedge-rows, fell into 
perspective, and were blended together in beautiful 
irregularity. When they approached nearer to the 
house, a handsome gate-way admitted them into a 
lawn, of narrow dimensions, indeed, but which was 
interspersed with large sweet-chestnut trees and 
beeches, and kept in handsome order. The front 
of the house was irregular. Part of it seemed very 
old, and had, in fact, been the residence of the in- 
cumbent in Romish times. Successive occupants 
had made considerable additions and improvements, 
each in the taste of his own age, and without much 
regard to symmetry. But these incongruities of 
architecture were so graduated and happily min- 
gled, that the eye, far from being displeased with 
the combinations of various styles, saw nothing but 
what was interesting in the varied and intricate pile 
which they exhibited. Fruit-trees displayed on the 
southern wall, outer staircases, various places of 
entrance, a combination of roofs and chimneys of 
different ages, united to render the front, not in- 
deed beautiful or grand, but intricate, perplexed, 
or, to use Mr Price's appropriate phrase, pictu- 
resque. The most considerable addition was that 
of the present Rector, who, being a bookish man," 
as the beadle was at the pains to inform Jeanie, to 
augment, perhaps, her reverence for the person 
before whom she was to appear, had built a hand- 
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some library and parlour, and no less than two 
additional bedrooms. 

" Mony men would hae scrupled such expense," 
continued the parochial officer, " seeing as the living 
mun go as it pleases Sir Edmund to will it; but 
his Reverence has a canny bit land of his own, and 
need not look on two sides of a penny." 

Jeanie could not help comparing the irregular 
yet extensive and commodious pile of building be- 
fore her, to the " Manses" in her own country, where 
a set of penurious heritors, professing all the while 
the devotion of their lives and fortunes to the pres- 
byterian establishment, strain their inventions to 
discover what may be nipped, and clipped, and 
pared from a building which forms but a poor ac- 
commodation even for the present incumbent, and, 
despite the superior advantage of stone-masonry, 
must, in the course of forty or fifty years, again 
burden their descendants with an expense, which, 
once liberally and handsomely employed, ought to 
have freed their estates from a recurrence of it for 
more than a century at least. 

Behind the Rector's house the ground sloped 
down to a small river, which, without possessing 
the romantic vivacity and rapidity of a northern 
stream, was, nevertheless, by its occasional appear- 
ance through the ranges of willows and poplars that 
crowned its banks, a very pleasing accompaniment 
to the landscape. " It was the best trouting stream," 
said the beadle, whom the patience of Jeanie, and 
especially the assurance that she was not about to 
become a burden to the parish, had rendered rathei' 
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communicative, " the best trouting stream in all 
Lincolnshire ; for when you got lower, there was 
nought to be done wi' fly-fishing." 

Turning aside from the principal entrance, he 
conducted Jeanie towards a sort of portal connect- 
ed with the older part of the building, which was 
chiefly occupied by servants, and knocking at the 
door, it was opened by a servant in grave purple 
livery, such as befitted a wealthy and dignified cler- 
gyman. 

" How dost do, Tummas ?" said the beadle 
" and how's young Measter Staunton ?" 

" Why, but poorly but poorly, Measter Stubbs. 
Are you wanting to see his Reverence ?" 

" Ay, ay, Tummas ; please to say I ha' brought 
up the young woman as came to service to-day 
with mad Madge Murdockson she seems to be a 
decentish koind o' body ; but I ha' asked her never 
a question. Only I can tell his Reverence that 
she is a Scotchwoman, I judge, and as flat as the 
fens of Holland." 

Tummas honoured Jeanie Deans with such a 
stare, as the pampered domestics of the rich, whe- 
ther spiritual or temporal, usually esteem it part of 
their privilege to bestow upon the poor, and then 
desired Mr Stubbs and his charge to step in till he 
informed his master of their presence. 

The room into which he showed them was a sort 
of steward's parlour, hung with a county map or 
two, and three or four prints of eminent persons 
connected with the county, as Sir William Mon- 
eon, James York the blacksmith of Lincoln, and 
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the famous Peregrine, Lord Willoughby, in com* 
plete armour, looking as when he said, in the words 
of the legend below the engraving, 

" Stand to it, noble pikerneii, 

And face ye well about : 
And shoot ye sharp, bold bowmen, 

And we will keep them out. 
Ye musquet and culliver-men, 
* Do you prove true to me, 
I'll be the foremost man in fight, 

Said brave Lord Willoughbee." 

When they had entered this apartment, Tuminas 
as a matter of course offered, and as a matter of 
course Mr Stubbs accepted, a " summat" to eat 
and drink, being the respectable relics of a gam- 
mon of bacon, and a whole whiskin, or black pot of 
sufficient double ale. To these eatables Mr Beadle 
seriously inclined himself, and (for we must do him 
justice) not without an invitation to Jeanie, in 
which Tummas joined, that his prisoner or charge 
would follow his good example. But although she 
might have stood in need of refreshment, consider- 
ing she had tasted no food that day, the anxiety of 
the moment, her own sparing and abstemious ha- 
bits, and a bashful aversion to eat in company of tha 
two strangers, induced her to decline their cour- 
sy. So she sate in a chair apart, while Mr Stubbs and 
Mr Tummas, who had chosen to join his friend in 
consideration that dinner was to be put back till the 
afternoon service was over, made a hearty luncheon, 
which lasted for half an hour, and might not then 
have concluded, had not his Reverence jruag hi* 
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bell, so that Tummas was obliged to attend his 
master. Then, and no sooner, to save himself the 
labour of a second journey to the other end of the 
house, he announced to his master the arrival of 
Mr Stnbbs, with the other madwoman, as he chose 
to designate Jeanie, as an event which had just 
taken place. He returned with an order that Mr 
Stubbs and the young woman should be instantly 
ushered up to the library. 

The beadle bolted in haste his last mouthful of 
fat bacon, washed down the greasy morsel with the 
last rinsings of the pot of ale, and immediately 
marshalled Jeanie through one or two intricate pass- 
ages which led from the ancient to the more mo- 
dern buildings, into a handsome little hall, or ante- 
room, adjoining to the library, and out of which a 
glass door opened to the lawn. 

Stay here/' said Stubbs, " till I tell his Reve- 
rence you are come." 

So saying, he opened a door and entered the li- 
brary. 

Without wishing to hear their conversation, 
Jeanie, as she was circumstanced, could not avoid 
it ; for as Stubbs stood by the door, and his Reve- 
rence was at the upper end of a krge room, their 
conversation was necessarily audible in the ante- 
room. 

" So you have brought the young woman here 
at last, Mr Stubbs. I expected you some time since. 
You know I do not wish such persons to remain hi 
custody a moment without some enquiry into their 
situation/' 
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" Very true, your Reverence/' replied the bea- 
dle ; " but the young woman had eat nought to-day, 
and soa Measter Tummas did set down a drap of 
drink and a morsel, to be sure." 

" Thomas was very right, Mr Stubbs ; and what 
has become of the other most unfortunate being ?" 

" Why," replied Mr Stubbs, " I did think the 
sight on her would but vex your Reverence, and 
soa I did let her go her ways back to her mother, 
who is in trouble in the next parish." 

" In trouble ! that signifies in prison, I sup- 
pose?" said Mr Staunton* 

" Ay, truly ; something like it, an it like your 
Reverence." 

" Wretched, unhappy, incorrigible woman I" said 
the clergyman. " And what sort of person is this 
companion of hers ?" 

" Why, decent enow, an it like your Reverence," 
said Stubbs ; " for aught I sees of her, there's no 
harm of her, and she says she has cash enow to 
carry her out of the county." 

" Cash? that is always what you think of, Stubbs. 
But, has she sense ? has she her wits ? has she 
the capacity of taking care of herself?" 

" Why, your Reverence," replied Stubbs, " I 
cannot just say I will be sworn she was not born 
at Witt-ham ;* for Gaffer Gibbs looked at her all 
the time of service, and he says she could not turn 
up a single lesson like a Christian, even though she 

* A proverbial and punning expression in that county, to in- 
timate that a person is not very clever* 
VOL. XII. 2 G 
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had Madge Murdockson to help her but then, as 
to fending for hersell, why, she's a bit of a Scotch- 
woman, your Reverence, and they say the worst 
donnot of them can look out for their own turn 
and she is decently put on enow, and not be- 
chounched like t'other." 

" Send her in here, then, and do you remain be- 
low, Mr Stubbs." 

This colloquy had engaged Jeanie's attention go 
deeply, that it was not until it was over that she 
observed that the sashed door, which, we have said, 
led from the anteroom into the garden, was open- 
ed, and that there entered, or rather was borne in 
by two assistants, a young man, of a very pale and 
sickly appearance, whom they lifted to the nearest 
couch, and placed there, as if to recover from the 
fatigue of an unusual exertion. Just as they were 
making this arrangement, Stubbs came out of the 
library, and summoned Jeanie to enter it. She 
obeyed him, not without tremor ; for, besides the 
novelty of the situation to a girl of her secluded 
habits, she felt also as if the successful prosecution 
of her journey was to depend upon the impression 
she should be able to make on Mr Staunton. 

It is true, it was difficult to suppose on what pre- 
text a person travelling on her own business, and 
at her own charge, could be interrupted upon her 
route. But the violent detention she had already 
undergone, was sufficient to show that there exist- 
ed persons at no great distance, who had the inte- 
rest, the inclination, and the audacity, forcibly to 
stop her journey, and she felt the necessity ot ha- 
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ving some countenance and protection, at least till 
she should get beyond their reach. While these 
things passed through her mind, much faster than 
our pen and ink can record, or even the reader's 
eye collect the meaning of its traces, Jeanie found 
herself in a handsome library, and in presence of 
the Rector of Willingham. The well-furnished 
presses and shelves which surrounded the large and 
handsome apartment, contained more books than 
Jeanie imagined existed in the world, being accus- 
tomed to consider as an extensive collection two 
fir shelves, each about three feet long, which con- 
tained her father 's treasured volumes, the whole 
pith and marrow, as he used sometimes to boast, 
of modern divinity. An orrery, globes, a telescope, 
and some other scientific implements, conveyed to 
Jeanie an impression of admiration and wonder not 
unmixed with fear; for, in her ignorant apprehen- 
sion, they seemed rather adapted for magical pur- 
poses than any other ; and a few stuffed animals 
(as the Rector was fond of natural history) added 
to the impressive character of the apartment/ 

Mr Staunton spoke to her with great mildness. 
He observed, that, although her appearance at 
church had been uncommon, and in strange, and, 
he must add, discreditable society, and calculated, 
upon the whole, to disturb the congregation during 
divine worship, he wished, nevertheless, to hear her 
own account of herself before taking any steps which 
his duty might seem to demand. He was a justice of 
peace, he informed her, as well as a clergyman. 

" His honour" (for she would not say his reve- 
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rence) " was very civil and kind," was all that poor 
Jeanie could at first bring out. 

" Who are you, young woman ?" said the clergy- 
man, more peremptorily " and what do you do in 
this country, and in such company ? We allow no 
strollers or vagrants here." 

" I am not a vagrant or a stroller, sir," said Jeanie, 
a little roused by the supposition. " I am a decent 
Scotch lass, travelling through the land on my own 
business and my own expenses ; and I was so un- 
happy as to fall in with bad company, and was stop- 
ped a' night on my journey. And this puir crea- 
ture, who is something light-headed, let me out in 
the morning." 

" Bad company !" said the clergyman. " I am 
afraid, young woman, you have not been sufficient- 
ly anxious to avoid them." 

Indeed, sir," returned Jeanie, " I have been 
brought up to shun evil communication. But these 
wicked people were thieves, and stopped me by 
violence and mastery." 

"Thieves!" said Mr Staunton; "then you charge 
them with robbery, I suppose ?" 

" No, sir; they did not take so much as a boddle 
from me," answered Jeanie ; " nor did they use me 
ill, otherwise than by confining me." 

The clergyman enquired into the particulars 
of her adventure, which she told him from point 
to point. 

" This is an extraordinary, and not a very pro- 
bable tale, young woman," resumed Mr Staunton. 
" Here has been, according to your account, a great 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 305 

violence committed without any adequate motive. 
Are you aware of the law of this country that if 
you lodge this charge you will he hound over to 
prosecute this gang?" 

Jeanie did not understand him, and he explain- 
ed that the English law, in addition to the inconve- 
nience sustained by persons who have been robbed 
or injured, has the goodness to intrust to them the 
care and the expense of appearing as prosecutors. 

Jeanie said, " that her business at London was 
express ; all she wanted was, that any gentleman 
would, out of Christian charity, protect her to some 
town where she could hire horses and a guide ; 
and, finally," she thought, " it would be her father's 
mind that she was not free to give testimony in an 
English court of justice, as the land was not under 
a direct gospel dispensation.*' 

Mr Staunton stared a little, and asked if her fa- 
ther was a Quaker. 

" God forbid, sir," said Jeanie " He is nae 
schismatic nor sectary, nor ever treated for sic 
black commodities as theirs, and that's weel kend 
o' him." 

" And what is his name, pray ?" said Mr Staunton. 

" David Deans, sir, the cowfeeder at Saint Leo- 
nard's Craigs, near Edinburgh." 

A deep groan from the anteroom prevented the 
Rector from replying, and, exclaiming, " Good 
God! that unhappy boy!" he left Jeanie alone, and 
hastened into the outer apartment. 

Some noise and bustle was heard, but no one 
entered the library for the best part of an hour, 
2 c 2 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

Fantastic passions' maddening brawl ! 
And shame and terror over all ! 
Deeds to be hid which were not hid, 
Which, all confused, I could not know 
Whether I suflVr'd or I did, 
For all seem'd guilt, remorse, or woe ; 
My own, or others, still the same 
Life-stifling fear, soul-stifling shame. 

COI.KRIDGE. 

DURING the interval while she was thus left 
alone, Jeanie anxiously revolved in her mind what 
course was best for her to pursue. She was impa- 
tient to continue her journey, yet she feared she 
could not safely adventure to do so while the old 
hag 1 and her assistants were in the neighbourhood, 
without risking a repetition of their violence. She 
thought she could collect from the conversation 
which she had partly overheard, and also from the 
wild confessions of Madge Wildfire, that her mo- 
ther had a deep and revengeful motive for obstruct- 
ing her journey if possible. And from whom could 
she hope for assistance if not from Mr Staunton ? 
His whole appearance and demeanour seemed to 
encourage her hopes. His features were handsome, 
though marked with a deep cast of melancholy ; his 
tone and language were gentle and encouraging; 
and, as he had served in the army for several years 
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during his youth, his air retained that easy frank- 
ness which is peculiar to .the profession of arms, 
He was, besides, a minister of the gospel ; and al- 
though a worshipper, according to Jeanie's notions, 
in the court of the Gentiles, and so benighted as 
to wear a surplice ; although he read the Common 
Prayer, and wrote down every word of his sermon 
before delivering it ; and although lie was, more- 
over, in strength of lungs, as well as pith and mar- 
row of doctrine, vastly inferior to Boanerges Storm- 
heaven, Jeanie still thought he must be a very dif- 
ferent person from Curate Kiltstoup, and other pre- 
latical divines of her father's earlier days, who used 
to get drunk in their canonical dress, and hound 
out the dragoons against the wandering Cameron- 
ians. The house seemed to be in some disturbance, 
but as she could not suppose she was altogether 
forgotten, she thought it better to remain quiet in 
the apartment where she had been left, till some 
one should take notice of her. 

The first who entered was, to her no small de- 
light, one of her own sex, a motherly-looking aged 
person of a housekeeper. To her Jeanie explained 
her situation in a few words, and begged her as- 
sistance. 

The dignity of a housekeeper did not encourage 
too much familiarity with a person who was at the 
Rectory on justice-business, and whose character 
might seem in her eyes somewhat precarious ; but 
she was civil, although distant. 

" Her young master," she said, " had had a bad 
accident by a fall from his horse, which made him 
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liable to fainting fits ; he had been taken very ill 
just now, and it was impossible his Reverence could 
see Jeanie for some time ; but that she need not 
fear his doing all that was just and proper in her 
behalf the instant he could get her business attend- 
ed to." She concluded by offering to show Jeanie 
a room, where she might remain till his Reverenco 
was at leisure. 

Our heroine took the opportunity to request the 
means of adjusting and changing her dress. 

The housekeeper, in whose estimation order and 
cleanliness ranked high among personal virtues, 
gladly complied with a request so reasonable ; and 
the change of dress which Jeanie's bundle furnish- 
ed made so important an improvement in her ap- 
pearance, that the old lady hardly knew the soiled 
and disordered traveller, whose attire showed the 
violence she had sustained, in the neat, clean, quiet- 
looking little Scotchwoman, who now stood before 
her. Encouraged by such a favourable alteration 
in her appearance, Mrs Dalton ventured to invite 
Jeanie to partake of her dinner, and was equally 
pleased with the decent propriety of her conduct 
during that meal* 

" Thou canst read this book, canst thou, young 
woman ?" said the old lady, when their meal was 
concluded, laying her hand upon a large Bible. 

" I hope sae, madam," said Jeanie, surprised at 
the question ; " my father wad hae wanted mony a 
thing, ere I had wanted that schuling," 

" The better sign of him, young woman. There 
are men here, well to pass in the world, would not 
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want their share of a Leicester plover, and that's a 
bag-pudding, if fasting for three hours would make 
all their poor children read the Bible from end to 
end. Take thou the book, then, for my eyes are 
something dazed, and read where thou listest it's 
the only book thou canst not happen wrong in/* 

Jeanie was at first tempted to turn up the parable 
of the good Samaritan, but her conscience checked 
her, as if it were an use of Scripture, not for her 
own edification, but to work upon the mind of 
others for the relief of her worldly afflictions ; and 
under this scrupulous sense of duty, she selected, 
in preference, a chapter of the prophet Isaiah, and 
read it, notwithstanding her northern accent and 
tone, with a devout propriety, which greatly edi- 
fied Mrs Dalton. 

" Ah," she said, " an all Scotchwomen were sic 
as thou ! but it was our luck to get born devils of 
thy country, I think every one worse than t'other. 
If thou knowest of any tidy lass like thysell, that 
wanted a place, and could bring a good character, 
and would not go laiking about to wakes and fairs, 
and wore shoes and stockings all the day round 
why, I'll not say but we might find room for her 
at the Rectory. Hast no cousin or sister, lass, that 
such an offer would suit ?" 

This was touching upon a sore point, but Jeanie 
was spared the pain of replying by the entrance of 
the same man-servant she had seen before. 

" Measter wishes to see the young woman from 
Scotland," was Tummas's address. 

" Go to his Reverence, my dear, as fast as you 
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can, and tell him all your story his Reverence is 
a kind man/' said Mrs Dalton. " I will fold down 
the leaf, and make you a cup of tea, with some nice 
muffin, against you come down, and that's what you 
seldom see in Scotland, girl." 

" Measter's waiting for the young woman," said 
Tummas impatiently. 

" Well, Mr Jack- Sauce, and what is your husi- 
ness to put in your oar ? And how often must I 
tell you to call Mr Stauntori his Reverence, seeing 
as he is a dignified clergyman, and not be meas- 
tering, meastering him, as if he were a little petty 
squire ?" 

As Jeanie was now at the door, and ready to 
accompany Tummas, the footman said nothing till 
he got into the passage, when he muttered, " There 
are moe masters than one in this house, and I think 
we shall have a mistress too, an Dame Dalton car- 
ries it thus." 

Tummas led the way through a more intricate 
range of passages than Jeanie had yet threaded, 
and ushered her into an apartment which was dark- 
ened by the closing of most of the window-shutters, 
and in which was a bed with the curtains partly 
drawn. 

" Here is the young woman, sir," said Tummas. 

" Very well," said a voice from the bed, but not 
that of his Reverence ; " be ready to answer the 
bell, and leave the room." 

" There is some mistake," said Jeanie, con- 
founded at finding herself in the apartment of an 
invalid ; " the servant told me that the minister" 
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" Don't trouble yourself/' said the invalid, " there 
is no mistake. I know more of your affairs than 
my father, and I can manage them better. Leave 
the room, Tom." The servant obeyed. " We 
must not," said the invalid, u lose time, when we 
have little to lose. Open the shutter of that win- 
dow." 

She did so, and, as he drew aside the curtain of 
his bed, the light fell on his pale countenance, as, 
turban'd with bandages, and dressed in a night- 
gown, he lay, seemingly exhausted, upon the bed. 

" Look at me," he said, " Jeanie Deans ; can 
you not recollect me ?" 

" No, sir," said she, full of surprise. " I was 
never in this country before." 

" But I may have been in yours. Think recol- 
lect. I should faint did I name the name you are 
most dearly bound to loathe and to detest. Think 
remember 1" 

A terrible recollection Hashed on Jeanie, which 
every tone of the speaker confirmed, and which his 
next words rendered certainty. 

" Be composed remember Muschat's Cairn, 
and the moonlight night !" 

Jeanie sunk down on a chair, with clasped hands, 
and gasped in agony. 

" Yes, here I lie," he said, " like a crushed 
gnake, writhing with impatience at my incapacity 
of motion here I lie, when I ought to have been 
in Edinburgh, trying every means to save a life 
that is dearer to me than my own. How is your 
sister ? how fares it with her ? condemned to 
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death, I know it, by this time ! O, the horse that 
carried me safely on a thousand errands of folly 
and wickedness, that he should have broke down 
with me on the only good mission I have underta- 
ken for years ! But I must rein in my passion . 
rny frame cannot endure it, and I have much to 
say. Give me some of the cordial which stands on 
that table Why do you tremble ? But you have 
too good cause. Let it stand I need it not." 

Jeaiiie, however reluctant, approached him with 
the cup into which she had poured the draught, 
and could not forbear saying, " There is a cordial 
for the mind, sir, if the wicked will turn from their 
transgressions, and seek to the Physician of souls." 

" Silence !" he said sternly " and yet I thank 
you. But tell me, and lose no time in doing so, 
what you are doing in this country ? Remember, 
though I have been your sister's worst enemy, yet 
I will serve her with the best of my blood, and I 
will serve you for her sake ; and no one can serve 
you to such purpose, for no one can know the cir- 
cumstances so well so speak without fear." 

" I am not afraid, sir," said Jeanie, collecting 
her spirits. " I trust in God; and if it pleases Him 
to redeem my sister's captivity, it is all I seek, 
whosoever be the instrument. But, sir, to be plain 
with you, I dare not use your counsel, unless I 
were enabled to see that it accords with the law 
which I must rely upon." 

The de^il take the puritan I" cried George 

Staunton, for so we must now call him, " I beg 

your pardon ; but I am naturally impatient, arid 
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you drive me mad I What harm can it possibly do 
you to tell me in what situation your sister stands, 
and your own expectations of being able to assist 
her ? It is time enough to refuse my advice when 
I offer any which you may think improper. I speak 
calmly to you, though 'tis against my nature :-. 
but don't urge me to impatience it will only ren- 
der me incapable of serving JEffie." 

There was in the looks and words of this un- 
happy young man a sort of restrained eagerness 
and impetuosity, which seemed to prey upon itself, 
as the impatience of a fiery steed fatigues itself 
with churning upon the bit. After a moment's con- 
sideration, it occurred to Jeanie that she was not 
entitled to withhold from him, whether on her 
sister's account or her own, the account of the fatal 
consequences of the crime which he had committed, 
nor to reject such advice, being in itself lawful and 
innocent, as he might be able to suggest in the way 
of remedy. Accordingly, in as few words as she 
could express it, she told the history of her sister's 
trial and condemnation, and of her own journey 
as far as Newark. He appeared to listen in the 
utmost agony of mind, yet repressed every violent 
symptom of emotion, whether by gesture or sound, 
which might have interrupted the speaker, and, 
stretched on his couch like the Mexican monarch 
on his bed of live coals, only the contortions of his 
cheek, and the quivering of his limbs, gave indica- 
tion of his suiferirigs. To much of wHat she said 
he listened with stifled groans, as if he were only 
hearing those miseries confirmed, whose fatal real- 
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ity he had known before ; but when she pursued 
her tale through the circumstances which had in- 
terrupted her journey, extreme surprise and earnest 
attention appeared to succeed to the symptoms of 
remorse which lie had before exhibited. He ques- 
tioned Jeanie closely concerning the appearance of 
the two men, and the conversation which she had 
overheard between the taller of them and the 
woman. 

When Jeanie mentioned the old woman having 
alluded to her foster-son " It is too true," he 
said; " and the source from which I derived food, 
when an infant, must have communicated to me the 
wretched the fated propensity to vices that were 
strangers in my own family. But go on." 

Jeanie passed slightly over her journey in com- 
pany with Madge, having no inclination to repeat 
what might be the effect of mere raving on the 
part of her companion, and therefore her tale was 
now closed. 

Young Staunton lay for a moment in profound 
meditation, and at length spoke with more compo- 
sure than he had yet displayed during their inter- 
view. " You are a sensible, as well as a good 
young woman, Jeanie Deans, and I will tell you 
more of my story than I have told to any one. 
Story did I call it ? it is a tissue of folly, guilt, 
and misery. But take notice I do it because I 
desire your confidence in return that is, that you 
will act in this dismal matter by my advice and 
direction. Therefore do I speak." 

" I will do what is titting for a sister, and a 
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daughter, and a Christian woman to do," said 
Jeanie ; " but do not tell me any of your secrets 
It is not good that I should come into your coun- 
sel, or listen to the doctrine which causeth to err." 

" Simple fool I" said the young 1 man. " Look at 
me. My head is not horned, my foot is not cloven, 
my hands arc not garnished with talons ; and, since 
I am not the very devil himself, what interest can 
any one else have in destroying the hopes with 
which you comfort or fool yourself? Listen to me 
patiently, and you will find that, when you have 
heard my counsel, you may go to the seventh hea- 
ven with it in your pocket, if you have a mind, and 
not feel yourself an ounce heavier in the ascent." 

At the risk of being somewhat heavy, as expla- 
nations usually prove, we must here endeavour to 
combine into a distinct narrative, information which 
the invalid communicated in a manner at once too 
circumstantial, and too much broken by passion, to 
admit of our giving his precise words. Part of it, 
indeed, he read from a manuscript, which lie had 
perhaps drawn up for the information of his rela- 
tions after his decease. 

" To make my tale short this wretched hag 
this Margaret Murdockson, was the wife of a fa- 
vourite servant of my father ; she had been my 
nurse ; her husband was dead ; she resided in a 
cottage near this place ; she had a daughter who 
grew up, and was then a beautiful but very giddy 
girl ; her mother endeavoured to promote her mar- 
riage with an old and wealthy churl in the neigh- 
bourhood ; the girl saw me frequently She was 
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familiar with me, as our connexion seemed to per- 
mit and I in a word, I wronged her cruelly 
It was not so bad as your sister's business, but it 
was sufficiently villainous her folly should have 
been her protection. Soon after this I was sent 
abroad To do my father justice, if I have turned 
out a fiend, it is not his fault he used the best 
means. When I returned, I found the wretched 
mother and daughter had fallen into disgrace, and 
were chased from this country. My deep share in 
their shame and misery was discovered my father 
used very harsh language we quarrelled. I left 
his house, and led a life of strange adventure, re- 
solving never again to see my father or my father's 
home. 

" And now comes the story ! Jeanie, I put my 
life into your hands, and not only my own life, 
which, God knows, is not worth saving, but the 
happiness of a respectable old man, and the honour 
of a family of consideration. My love of low so- 
ciety, as such propensities as I was cursed with are 
usually termed, was, I think, of an uncommon kind, 
and indicated a nature, which, if not depraved by 
early debauchery, would have been fit for better 
things. I did not so much delight in the wild revel, 
the low humour, the unconfmed liberty of those 
with whom I associated, as in the spirit of adven- 
ture, presence of mind in peril, and sharpness of 
intellect which they displayed in prosecuting their 
maraudings upon the revenue, or similar adven- 
tures. Have you looked round this rectory ? 

is it not a sweet and pleasant retreat ?" 
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Jeanie, alarmed at this sudden change of subject, 
replied in the affirmative. 

Well ! I wish it had been ten thousand fathoms 
under ground, with its church-lands, and tithes, 
and all that belongs to it ! Had it not been for this 
cursed rectory, I should have been permitted to 
follow the bent of my own inclinations and the pro- 
fession of arms, and half the courage and address 
that I have displayed among smugglers and deer- 
stealers would have secured me an honourable rank 
among my contemporaries. Why did I not go 
abroad when I left this house ! Why did I leave 
it at all ! why But it came to that point with 
me that it is madness to look back, and misery to 
look forward." 

He paused, and then proceeded with more com- 
posure, 

" The chances of a wandering life brought me 
unhappily to Scotland, to embroil myself in worse 
and more criminal actions than I had yet been con- 
cerned in. It was now 1 became acquainted with 
Wilson, a remarkable man in his station of life ; 
quiet, composed, and resolute, firm in mind, and 
uncommonly strong in person, gifted with a sort of 
rough eloquence which raised him above his com- 
panions. Hitherto I had been 

* As dissolute as desperate, yet through both 
Were seen some sparkles of a better hope.' 

But it was this man's misfortune, as well as mine, 
that, notwithstanding the difference of our rank and 
he acquire^ an extraordinary and fasci- 
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nating influence over me, which I can only account 
for by the calm determination of his character be- 
ing superior to the less sustained impetuosity of 
mine Where he led, I felt myself bound to follow ; 
and strange was the courage and address which he 
displayed in his pursuits. While I was engaged 
in desperate adventures, under so strange and dan- 
gerous a preceptor, I became acquainted with your 
unfortunate sister at some sports of the young peo- 
ple in the suburbs, which she frequented by stealth 
and her ruin proved an interlude to the tragic 
scenes in which I was now deeply engaged. Yet 
this let me say the villainy was not premeditated, 
and I was firmly resolved to do her all the justice 
which marriage could do, so soon as I should be 
able to extricate myself from my unhappy course 
of life, and embrace some one more suited to my 
birth. I had wild visions visions of conducting 
her as if to some poor retreat, arid introducing her 
at once to rank and fortune she never dreamt of. 
A friend, at my request, attempted a negotiation 
with my father, which was protracted for some 
time, and renewed at different intervals. At length, 
and just when I expected my father's pardon, he 
learned by some means or other my infamy, paint- 
ed in even exaggerated colours, which was, God 
knows, unnecessary. He wrote me a letter how 
it found me out, I know not enclosing me a sum 
of money, and disowning me for ever. I became 
desperate I became frantic I readily joined Wil- 
son in a perilous smuggling adventure in which we 
miscarried, and was willingly blinded by his logic 
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to consider the robbery of the officer of the customs 
in Fife as a fair and honourable reprisal. Hitherto 
I had observed a certain line in my criminality, and 
stood free of assaults upon personal property, but 
now I felt a wild pleasure in disgracing myself as 
much as possible. 

" The plunder was no object to me, I abandon- 
ed that to my comrades, and only asked the post 
of danger. I remember well, that when I stood 
with my drawn sword guarding* the door while they 
committed the felony, I had not a thought of my 
own safety. I was only meditating on my sense of 
supposed wrong from my family, my impotent thirst 
of vengeance, and how it would sound in the haughty 
ears of the family of Willingham, that one of their 
descendants, and the heir apparent of their honours, 
should perish by the hands of the hangman for rob- 
bing a Scottish ganger of a sum not equal to one- 
fifth part of the money I had in my pocket-book. 
We were taken I expected no less. We were 
condemned that also I looked for. But death, as 
he approached nearer, looked grimly ; arid the re- 
collection of your sister's destitute condition deter- 
mined me on an effort to save my life. I forgot to 
tell you, that in Edinburgh I again met the woman 
Murdockson and her daughter. She had followed 
the camp when young, and had now, under pretence 
of a trifling traffic, resumed predatory habits, with 
which she had already been too familiar. Our first 
meeting was stormy ; but I was liberal of what 
money I had, and she forgot, or seemed to forget, 
the injury her daughter had received. The unfor- 
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tunate girl herself seemed hardly even to know her 
seducer, far less to retain any sense of the injury 
she had received. Her mind is totally alienated, 
which, according to her mother's account, is some- 
times the consequence of an unfavourable confine- 
ment. But it was my doing. Here was another 
stone knitted round my neck to sink me into the 
pit of perdition. Every look every word of this 
poor creature her false spirits her imperfect re- 
collections her allusions to things which she had 
forgotten, but which were recorded in my con- 
science, were stabs of a poniard stabs did I say ? 
they were tearing with hot pincers, and scalding 
the raw wound with burning sulphur they were 
to be endured, however, and they were endured. 
I return to my prison thoughts. 

" It was not the least miserable of them that your 
sister's time approached. I knew her dread of you 
and of her father. She often said she would die a 
thousand deaths ere you should know her shame 
yet her confinement must be provided for. I knew 
this woman Murdockson was an infernal hag, but 
I thought she loved me, and that money would 
make her true. She had procured a file for Wil- 
son, and a spring-saw for me ; and she undertook 
readily to take charge of Effie during her illness, in 
which she had skill enough to give the necessary 
assistance. I gave her the money which my father 
had sent me. It was settled that she should receive 
Effie into her house in the meantime, and wait for 
farther directions from me, when I should effect 
my escape. I communicated tliis purpose? apd ro- 
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commended the old hag to poor Effie by a letter, 
in which I recollect that I endeavoured to support 
the character of Macheath under condemnation a 
fine, gay, bold-faced ruffian, who is game to the last. 
Such, and so wretchedly poor, was my ambition ! 
Yet I had resolved to forsake the courses I had 
been engaged in, should I be so fortunate as to 
escape the gibbet. My design was to marry your 
sister, and go over to the West Indies. I had still 
a considerable sum of money left, and I trusted to 
be able, in one way or other, to provide for myself 
and my wife. 

" We made the attempt to escape, and by the 
obstinacy of Wilson, who insisted upon going first, 
it totally miscarried. The undaunted and self- 
denied manner in which he sacrificed himself to 
redeem his error, and accomplish my escape from 
the Tolbooth-Church, you must have heard of 
all Scotland rang with it. It was a gallant and ex- 
traordinary deed All men spoke of it all men, 
even those who most condemned the habits and 
crimes of this self-devoted man, praised the hero- 
ism of his friendship. I have many vices, but cow- 
ardice, or want of gratitude, are none of the num- 
ber. I resolved to requite his generosity, and even 
your sister's safety became a secondary considera- 
tion with me for the time. To effect Wilson's libe- 
ration was my principal object, and I doubted not 
to find the means. 

" Yet I did not forget Effie neither. The blood- 
hounds of the law were so close after me, that I 
dared not trust myself near any of my old haunts, 
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but old Murdockson met me by appointment, and 
informed me that your sister had happily been de- 
livered of a boy. I charged the hag to keep her 
patient's mind easy, and let her want for nothing 
that money could purchase, and I retreated to Fife, 
where, among my old associates of Wilson's gang, 
I hid myself in those places of concealment where 
the men engaged in that desperate trade are used 
to find security for themselves and their uncustom- 
ed goods. Men who are disobedient both to human 
and divine laws, are not always insensible to the 
claims of courage and generosity. We were assu- 
red that the mob of Kdinburgh, strongly moved 
with the hardships of Wilson's situation, and the 
gallantry of his conduct, would back any bold at- 
tempt that might be made to rescue him even from 
the foot of the gibbet. Desperate as the attempt 
seemed, upon my declaring myself ready to lead 
the onset on the guard, I found no want of followers 
who engaged to stand by me, and returned to Lo- 
thian, soon joined by some steady associates, pre- 
pared to act whenever the occasion might require. 
" I have no doubt I should have rescued him 
from the very noose that dangled over his head,'* 
he continued with animation, which seemed a flash 
of the interest which he had taken in such exploits ; 
" but amongst other precautions, the magistrates 
had taken one, suggested, as we afterwards learned, 
by the unhappy wretch Porteous, which effectually 
disconcerted my measures. They anticipated, by 
half an hour, the ordinary period for execution ; 
and, as it had been resolved amongst us, that, for 
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fear of observation from the officers of justice, we 
should not show ourselves upon the street until the 
time of action approached, it followed that all was 
3ver before our attempt at a rescue commenced. 
[t did commence, however, and I gained the scaf- 
Fold and cut the rope with my own hand. It was 
too late ! The bold, stout-hearted, generous cri- 
minal was no more and vengeance was all that 
remained to us a vengeance, as I then thought, 
doubly due from my hand, to w r hom Wilson had 
given life and liberty when he could as easily have 
secured his own." 

" O, sir," said Jeanie, " did the Scripture never 
come into your mind, Vengeance is mine, and I 
will repay it?' " 

" Scripture ? Why, I had not opened a Bible 
for five years," answered Staunton, 

" Wae's me, sirs," said Jeanie " and a minis- 
ter's son too 1" 

" It is natural for you to say so ; yet do not in- 
terrupt me, but l$t me finish my most accursed 
history. The beast, Porteous, who kept firing on 
the people long after it had ceased to be necessary, 
became the object of their hatred for having over- 
done his duty, and of mine for having done it too 
well. We that is, I and the other determined 
friends of Wilson resolved to be avenged; but 
caution was necessary. 1 thought I had been mark- 
ed by one of the officers, and therefore continued 
to lurk about the vicinity of Edinburgh, but with- 
out daring to venture within the walls. At length, 
1 visited, at the hazard of my life, the place where 
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I hoped to find my future wife and my son they 
were both gone. Dame Murdocksoii informed me, 
that so soon as Effie heard of the miscarriage of 
the attempt to rescue Wilson, and the hot pursuit 
after me, she fell into a brain fever ; and that being 
one day obliged to go out on some necessary busi- 
ness arid leave her alone, she had taken that oppor- 
tunity to escape, and she had not seen her since. 
I loaded her with reproaches, to which she listen- 
ed with the most provoking and callous composure ; 
for it is one of her attributes, that, violent and 
fierce as she is upon most occasions, there are some 
in which she shows the most imperturbable calm- 
ness. I threatened her with justice; she said I had 
more reason to fear justice than she had. I felt 
she was right, and was silenced. I threatened her 
with vengeance ; she replied in nearly the same 
words, that, to judge by injuries received, I had 
more reason to fear her vengeance, than she to 
dread mine. She was again right, and I was left 
without an answer. I flung myself from her in in- 
dignation, and employed a comrade to make enqui- 
ry in the neighbourhood of Saint Leonard's con- 
cerning your sister ; but ere I received his answer, 
the opening quest of a well-scented terrier of the 
law drove me from the vicinity of Edinburgh to a 
more distant and secluded place of concealment. 
A secret and trusty emissary at length brought me 
the account of Porteous'g condemnation, and of 
your sister's imprisonment on a criminal charge ; 
thus astounding one of mine ears, while he grati- 
iied tho other. 
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6 I again ventured to the Pleasance again 
charged Murdockson with treachery to the unfor- 
tunate Effie and her child, though I could conceive 
no reason, save that of appropriating the whole ot 
the money I had lodged with her. Your narrative 
throws light on this, and shows another motive, not 
less powerful because less evident the desire of 
wreaking vengeance on the seducer of her daugh- 
ter, the destroyer at once of her reason and re- 
putation. Great God ! how I wish that, instead of 
the revenge she made choice of, she had delivered 
me up to the cord !" 

" But what account did the wretched woman 
give of .Effie and the bairn ?" said Jeanie, who, 
during this long and agitating narrative, had firm- 
ness and discernment enough to keep her eye OH 
such points as might throw light on her sister's mis- 
fortunes. 

" She would give none," said Staunton ; " she 
said the mother made a moonlight flitting from her 
house, with the infant in her arms that she had 
never seen either of them since that the lass might 
have thrown the child into the North Loch or the 
Quarry Holes, for what she knew, and it was like 
enough she had done so." 

" And how came you to believe that she did not 
speak the fatal truth?" said Jeanie, trembling. 

" Because, on this second occasion, I saw her 
daughter, and I understood from her, that, in fact, 
the child had been removed or destroyed during 
the illness of the mother. But all knowledge to be 
got from her is so uncertain and indirect, that I 
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could not collect any farther circumstances. Only 
the diabolical character of old Murdockson makes 
me augur the worst." 

" The last account agrees with that given by my 
poor sister," said Jeanie ; " but gang on wi' your 
ain tale, sir." 

" Of this I am certain," said Staunton, " that 
Effie, in her senses, and with her knowledge, never 
injured living creature But what could I do in 
her exculpation ? Nothing and, therefore, my 
whole thoughts were turned towards her safety. I 
was under the cursed necessity of suppressing my 
feelings towards Murdockson ; my life was in the 
hag's hand that I cared not for ; but on my life 
hung that of your sister. I spoke the wretch fair ; 
I appeared to confide in her ; and to me, so far as 
I was personally concerned, she gave proofs of ex- 
traordinary fidelity. I was at first uncertain what 
measures 1 ought to adopt for your sister's libera- 
tion, when the general rage qxcited among the 
citizens of Edinburgh on account of the reprieve of 
Porteous, suggested to me the daring idea of for- 
cing the jail, and at once carrying off your sister 
from the clutches of the law, and bringing to con- 
dign punishment a miscreant, who had tormented 
the unfortunate Wilson even in the hour of death, 
as if he had been a wild Indian taken captive by 
an hostile tribe. I flung myself among the multi- 
tude in the moment of fermentation so did others 
among Wilson's mates, who had, like me, been 
disappointed in the hope of glutting their eyes with 
Porteous's execution. All was organized, and I was 
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ehosen for the captain. I felt not I do not now 
feel, compunction for what was to be done, and has 
since been executed." 

" O God forgive ye, sir, and bring ye to a bet- 
ter sense of your ways!" exclaimed Jeanie, in hor- 
ror at the avowal of such violent sentiments. 

" Amen," replied Staunton, " if my sentiments 
are wrong. But I repeat, that, although willing 
to aid the deed, I could have wished them to have 
chosen another leader; because I foresaw that the 
great and general duty of the night would inter- 
fere with the assistance which I proposed to render 
Eftie. I gave a commission, however, to a trusty 
friend to protect her to a place of safety, so soon 
as the fatal procession had left the jail. But for 
no persuasions which I could use in the hurry of 
the moment, or which my comrade employed at 
more length, after the mob had taken a different 
direction, could the unfortunate girl be prevailed 
upon to leave the prison. His arguments were all 
wasted upon the infatuated victim, and he was 
obliged to leave her in order to attend to his own 
safety. Such was his account ; bat, perhaps, he 
persevered less steadily in his attempt to persuade 
her than I would have done." 

" Effie was right to remain," said Jeanie ; "and 
I love her the better for it." 

Why will you say so ?" said Staunton. 

" You cannot understand my reasons, sir, if I 
should render them," answered Jeanie composed- 
ly ; " they that thirst for the blood of their ene- 
mies have no taste for the well-spring df life." 



328 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

" My hopes," said Staunton, " were tlms a se- 
cond time disappointed. My next efforts were to 
bring her through her trial by means of yourself. 
How I urged it, and where, you cannot have for- 
gotten. I do not blame you for your refusal ; it 
was founded, I am convinced, on principle, and not 
on indifference to your sister's fate. For me, judge 
of me as a man frantic ; I knew not what hand to 
turn to, and all my efforts were unavailing. In this 
condition, and close beset on all sides, I thought of 
what might be done by means of my family, and 
their influence. I fled from Scotland I reached 
this place my miserably wasted and unhappy ap- 
pearance procured me from my father that pardon, 
which a parent finds it so hard to refuse, even to 
the most undeserving son. And here I have await- 
ed in anguish of mind, which the condemned cri- 
minal might envy, the event of your sister's trial." 

" Without taking any steps for her relief?" said 
Jeanie. 

" To the last I hoped her case might terminate 
more favourably ; and it is only two days since that 
the fatal tidings reached me. My resolution was 
instantly taken. I mounted my best horse with the 
purpose of making the utmost haste to London, 
and there compounding with Sir Robert Walpole 
for your sister's safety, by surrendering to him, in 
the person of the heir of the family of Willingham, 
the notorious George Robertson, the accomplice of 
Wilson, the breaker of the Tolbooth prison, and 
the well-known leader of the Porteous mob." 
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" But would that save my sister?" said Jeanie, 
in astonishment. 

" It would, as I should drive my bargain," said 
Staunton. " Queens love revenge as well as their 
subjects Little as you seem to esteem it, it is 
a poison which pleases all palates, from the prince 
to the peasant. Prime ministers love no less the 
power of pleasing sovereigns by gratifying their 
passions. The life of an obscure village girl ? Why, 
I might ask the best of the crown-jewels for laying 
the head of such an insolent conspiracy at the foot 
of her majesty, with a certainty of being gratified. 
All my other plans have failed, but this could not 
Heaven is just, however, and would not honour 
me with making this voluntary atonement for the 
injury I have done your sister. I had not rode ten 
miles, when my horse, the best and most sure- 
footed animal in this country, fell with me on a 
level piece of road, as if he had been struck by a 
cannon-shot. I was greatly hurt, and was brought 
back here in the miserable condition in which you 
now see me." 

As young Staunton had come to the conclusion, 
the servant opened the door, and, with u voice 
which seemed intended rather for a signal, than 
merely the announcing of a visit, said, " His Re- 
verence, sir, is coming up stairs to wait upon you." 

" For God's sake, hide yourself, Jeanie," ex- 
claimed Staunton, " in that dressing closet P 

" No, sir," said Jeanie ; " as I am here for nae 
ill, I canna take the shame of hiding mysell frae 
the master o' the house." 



330 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

" But, good Heavens !" exclaimed George Staim- 
ton, " do but consider" 

Ere he could complete the sentence, his father 
entered the apartment. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

And now, will pardon, comfort, kindness, draw 
The youth from vice? will honour, duty, law? 

CRABBE. 

JEANIE arose from her seat, and made her quiet 
reverence, when the elder Mr Staunton entered 
the apartment. His astonishment was extreme at 
finding his son in such company. 

" I perceive, madam," he said, " I have made a 
mistake respecting you, and ought to have left the 
task of interrogating you, and of righting your 
wrongs, to this young man, with whom, doubtless, 
you have been formerly acquainted." 

" It's unwitting on my part that I am here," said 
Jeanie ; " the servant told me his master wished 
to speak with me." 

" There goes the purple coat over my ears," 
murmured Tummas. " D n her, why must she 
needs speak the truth, when she could have as well 
said any thing else she had a mind ?" 

" George," said Mr Staunton, if you are still 
as you have ever been lost to all self-respect, you 
might at least have spared your father, and your 
father's house, such a disgraceful scene as this." 

" Upon my life upon my soul, sir !" said George, 
throwing his feet over the side of the bed, and 
starting from his recumbent posture. 
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" Your life, sir!" interrupted his father, with 
melancholy sternness, " What sort of life has it 
been ? Your soul ! alas ! what regard have you 
ever paid to it ? Take care to reform both ere of- 
fering either as pledges of your sincerity/' 

" On my honour, sir, you do me wrong/' an- 
swered George Staunton ; " I have been all that 
you can call me that's bad, but in the present in- 
stance you dome injustice. By my honour, yon do !" 
" Your honour I" said his father, and turned from 
him, with a look of the most upbraiding contempt, 
to Jeanie. " From you, young woman, I neither 
ask nor expect any explanation; but, as a father 
alike and as a clergyman, I request your departure 
from this house. If your romantic story lias been 
other than a pretext to find admission into it, 
(which, from the society in which you first appeared, 
I maybe permitted to doubt,) you will find a justice 
of peace within two miles, with whom, more proper- 
ly than with me, you may lodge your complaint." 
" This shall not be," said George Staunton, start- 
ing up to his feet. " Sir, you are naturally kind 
and humane you shall not become cruel and in- 
hospitable on iny account. Turn out that eaves- 
dropping rascal," pointing to Thomas, " and get 
what hartshorn drops, or what better receipt you 
have against fainting, and I will explain to you in 
two words the connexion betwixt this young wo- 
man and me. She shall not lose her fair character 
through me. I have done too much mischief to 
her family already, and I know too well what be- 
longs to the loss of fame." 
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" Leave the room, sir," said the Rector to the ser- 
vant ; and when the man had obeyed, he carefully 
shut the door behind him. Then addressing his son, 
ho said sternly, " Now, sir, what new proof of your 
infamy have you to impart to me ?" 

Young Staunton was about to speak, but it was 
one of those moments when persons, who, like Jeanie 
Deans, possess the advantage of a steady courage 
and unruffled temper, can assume the superiority 
over more ardent but less determined spirits. 

" Sir," she said to the elder Staunton, " ye have 
an undoubted right to ask your ain son to render 
a reason of his conduct. But respecting me, I am 
but a wayfaring traveller, no ways obligated or in- 
debted to you, unless it be for the meal of meat 
which, in my ain country, is willingly gien by rich or 
poor, according to their ability, to those who need 
it ; and for which, forby that, I am willing to make 
payment, if I didna think it would be an affront to 
offer siller in a house like this only I dinna ken 
the fashions of the country/' 

" This is all very well, young woman," said the 
Rector, a good deal surprised, and unable to con- 
jecture whether to impute Jeanie's language to 
simplicity or impertinence " this may be all very 
well but let mo bring it to a point. Why do you 
stop this young man's mouth, and prevent his com- 
municating to his father and his best friend, an 
explanation (since he says he has one) of circum- 
stances which seem in themselves not a little sus- 
picious ?" 

" He may tell of his ain affairs what he likes/' 
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answered Jeanie ; " but \ny family and friends have 
nae right to hae ony stories told anent them with- 
out their express desire ; and, as they canna ho 
here to speak for tlumiselves, I entreat ye wadiia 
ask Mr George Rob I mean Stauutoii, or what- 
ever his name is, ony questions anent me or my folk ; 
for I maun be free to tell yon, that he will neither 
have the bearing of a Christian or a gentleman, if 
he answers you against my express desire/' 

" This is the most extraordinary tiling I ever 
met with," said the Rector, as, after fixing his eyes 
keenly on the placid, yet modest countenance of 
Jeanie, he turned them suddenly upon his son. 
" What have you to say, sir?" 

" That I feel I have been too hasty in my pro- 
mise, sir," answered George Staunton ; " I have 
no title to make any communications respecting the 
affairs of this young person's family without her 
assent." 

The elder Mr Staunton turned his eyes from 
one to the other with marks of surprise. 

" This is more, and worse, I fear," he said, ad- 
dressing his son, " than one of your frequent and 
disgraceful connexions I insist upon knowing the 
mystery." 

" I have already said, sir," replied his son rather 
sullenly, " that I have no title to mention the affairs 
of this young woman's family without her consent." 

" And I hae nae mysteries to explain, sir," said 
Jeanie, " but only to pray you, as a preacher of 
the gospel and a gentleman, to permit me to go 
safe to the next public house on the Lunnon road." 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 335 

" I shall take care of your safety," said young 
Staunton; " you need ask that favour from no 
one." 

" Do you say so before my face?" said the just- 
ly-incensed father. " Perhaps, sir, you intend to 
till up the cup of disobedience and profligacy by 
forming a low and disgraceful marriage ? But let 
me bid you beware." 

" If you were feared for sic a thing happening 
wi' me, sir," said Jeanie, " I can only say, that not 
for all the land that lies between the twa ends of 
the rainbow wad i be the woman that should wed 
your son." 

" There is something very singular in all this," 
said the elder Staunton ; " follow me into the next 
room, young woman." 

" Hear me speak first," said the young man. " I 
have but one word to say. I confide entirely in 
your prudence ; tell my father as much or as little 
of these matters as you will, he shall know neither 
more nor less from me." 

His father darted to him a glance of indignation, 
which softened into sorrow as he saw him sink down 
on the couch, exhausted with the scene he had un- 
dergone. He left the apartment, and Jeanie fol- 
lowed him, George Staunton raising himself as she 
passed the door-way, and pronouncing the word, 
" Remember!" in a tone as monitory as it was 
uttered by Charles I. upon the scaffold. The elder 
Staunton led the way into a small parlour, and hut 
the door. 

" Young woman/' said lie, " there is something 



336 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

in your face and appearance that marks both sense 
and simplicity, and, if I am not deceived, inno- 
cence also Should it be otherwise, I can only say, 
you are the most accomplished hypocrite I have 
ever seen. I ask to know no secret that you have 
unwillingness to divulge, least of all those which 
concern my son. His conduct has given me too 
much unhappiness to permit me to hope comfort or 
satisfaction from him. If you are such as I suppose 
you, believe me, that whatever unhappy circumstan- 
ces may have connected you with George Staunton, 
the sooner you break them through the better." 

" I think I understand your meaning, sir," re- 
plied Jeanie ; " and as ye are sae frank as to speak 
o' the young gentleman in sic a way, I must needs 
say that it is but the second time of my speaking 
wi' him in our lives, and what I hae heard frae him 
on these twa occasions has been such that I never 
wish to hear the like again." 

" Then it is your real intention to leave this part 
of the country, and proceed to London ?" said the 
Hector. 

" Certainly, sir; for I may say, in one sense, that 
the avenger of blood is behind me ; and if I were 
but assured against mischief by the way" 

" I have made enquiry," said the clergyman, 
" after the suspicious characters you described. 
They have left their place of rendezvous ; but as 
they may be lurking in the neighbourhood, and as 
you say you have special reason to apprehend vio- 
lence from them, I will put you under the charge 
of a steady person, who will protect you as far as 
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Stamford, and see you into a light coach, which 
goes from thence to London." 

" A coach is not for the like of me, sir/' said 
Jeanie ; to whom the idea of a stage-coach was un- 
known, as, indeed, they were then oidy used in the 
neighbourhood of London. 

Mr Staunton briefly explained that she would 
find that mode of conveyance more commodious, 
cheaper, and more safe, than travelling on horse- 
back. She expressed her gratitude with so much 
singleness of heart, that he was induced to ask her 
whether she wanted the pecuniary means of pro- 
secuting her journey. She thanked him, but said 
she had enough for her purpose ; and, indeed, she 
had husbanded her stock with great care. This 
reply served also to remove some doubts, which na- 
turally enough still floated in Mr Staunton's mind, 
respecting her character and real purpose, and sa- 
tisfied him, at least, that money did not enter into 
her scheme of deception, if an impostor she should 
prove. He next requested to know what part of 
the city she wished to go to. 

" To a very decent merchant, a cousin o' my ain, 
a Mrs Glass, sir, that sells snuff and tobacco, at the 
sign o' the Thistle, somegate in the town." 

Jeanie communicated this intelligence with a 
feeling that a connexion so respectable ought to 
give her consequence in the eyes of Mr Staunton ; 
and she was a good deal surprised when he an- 
swered, 

" And is this woman your only acquaintance in 

VOL. XII. 2 F 
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London, my poor girl ? and have you really no 
better knowledge where she is to be found ?" 

" I was gaun to see the Duke of Argyle, forby 
Mrs Glass/' said Jeanie ; " and if your honour 
thinks it would be best to go there first, and get 
some of his Grace's folk to show me my cousin's 
shop" 

" Are you acquainted with any of the Duke of 
Argyle's people ?" said the Rector. 

" No, sir." 

" Her brain must be something touched after all, 
or it would be impossible for her to rely on such 
introductions. Well," said lie aloud, " I must not 
enquire into the cause of your journey, and so I 
cannot be fit to give you advice how to manage it. 
But the landlady of the house where the coach 
stops is a very decent person ; and as I use her 
house sometimes, I will give you a recommenda- 
tion to her." 

Jeanie thanked him for his kindness with her 
best curtsy, and said, " That with his honour'* 
line, and ane from worthy Mrs Kickertou, that keeps 
the Seven Stars at York, she did not doubt to be 
well taken out in Lunnon." 

" And now," said he, " 1 presume you will be 
desirous to set out immediately." 

" If I had been in an inn, sir, or any suitable 
resting-place," answered Jeanie, " I wad not have 
presumed to use the Lord'* day for travelling ; but 
as I am on a journey of mercy, I trust my doing o 
will not be imputed." 

" You may, if you choose, remain with Mr* 
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Dalton for the evening; but I desire you will have 
no further correspondence with my son, who is not 
a proper counsellor for a person of your age, what- 
ever your difficulties may be." 

" Your honour speaks ower truly in that," said 
Jeanie ; u it was not with my will that I spoke wi* 
him just now, arid not to wish the gentleman ony 
thing but glide I never wish to see him between 
the een again." 

" If you please," added the Rector, " as you 
seem to be a seriously disposed young woman, you 
may attend family worship in the hall this evening." 

" I thank your honour," said Jeanie ; " but I 
am doubtful if my attendance would be to edifica- 
tion." 

How !" said the Rector; " so young, and al- 
ready unfortunate enough to have doubts upon the 
duties of religion I" 

" God forbid, sir," replied Jeanie ; " it is not for 
that ; but I have been bred in the faith of the suf- 
fering remnant of the presbyterian doctrine in Scot- 
land, and I am doubtful if I can lawfully attend 
upon your fashion of worship, seeing it has been 
testified against by many precious souls of our kirk, 
and specially by my worthy father," 

" Well, my good girl," said the Rector, with a 
good-humoured smile, " far be it from me to put 
any force upon your conscience ; and yet you ought 
to recollect that the same divine grace dispenses 
its streams to other kingdoms as we 1 !! as to Scot- 
land. As it is as essential to our spiritual, as water 
to our earthly wants, its springs, various in, charac- 



340 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

ter, yet alike efficacious in virtue, are to he found 
in abundance throughout the Christian world." 

" Ah, but," said Jeanie, " though the waters may 
be alike, yet, with your worship's leave, the bless- 
ing upon them may not be equal. It would have - 
been in vain for Naaman the Syrian leper to have 
bathed in Pharphar and Abana, rivers of Damascus, 
when it was only the waters of Jordan that were 
sanctified for the cure." 

" Well," said the Rector, " we will not enter 
upon the great debate betwixt our national churches 
at present. We must endeavour to satisfy you, that 
at least, amongst our errors, we preserve Christian 
charity, and a desire to assist our brethren." 

He then ordered Mrs Dalton into his presence, 
and consigned Jeanie to her particular charge, with 
directions to be kind to her, and with assurances, 
that, early in the morning, a trusty guide and a good 
horse should be ready to conduct her to Stamford. 
He then took a serious and dignified, yet kind leave 
of her, wishing her full success in the objects of her 
journey, which he said he doubted not were lauda- 
ble, from the soundness of thinking which she had 
displayed in conversation. 

Jeanie was again conducted by the housekeeper 
to her own apartment. But the evening was not 
destined to pass over without further torment from 
young Staunton. A paper was slipped into her 
hand by the faithful Tummas, which intimated his 
young master's desire, or rather demand, to see her 
instantly, and assured her he had provided against 
interruption. 
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" Tell yoiir young master/' said Jeanie, openly, 
and regardless of all the winks and signs by which 
Tummas strove to make her comprehend that Mrs 
Dalton was not to be admitted into the secret of 
the correspondence, " that I promised faithfully to 
his worthy father that I would not see him again." 
" Tummas," said Mrs Dalton, " I think you 
might be much more creditably employed, consider- 
ing the coat you wear, and the house you live in, 
than to be carrying messages between your young 
master and girls that chance to be in this house." 

" Why, Mrs Dalton, as to that, I was hired to 
carry messages, and not to ask any questions about 
them ; and it's not for the like of me to refuse the 
young gentleman's bidding, if he were a little wild- 
isli or so. If there was harm meant, there's no 
harm done, you see." 

" However," said Mrs Dalton, " I gie you fair 
warning, Tummas Ditton, that an I catch tliee at 
tliis work again, his Reverence shall make a clear 
house of you." 

Tummas retired, abashed and in dismay. The 
rest of the evening passed away without any thing 
worthy of notice. 

Jeanic enjoyed the comforts of a good bed and a 
sound sleep with grateful satisfaction, after the pe- 
rils and hardships of the preceding day ; and such 
was her fatigue, that she slept soundly until six 
o'clock, when she was awakened by Mrs Dalton, 
who acquainted her that her guide and horse were 
ready, and in attendance. She hastily rose, and, 
after her morning devotions, was soon ready to re- 
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sume her travels. The motherly care of the house- 
keeper had provided an early breakfast, and, after 
she had partaken of this refreshment, she found 
herself safe seated on a pillion behind a stout Lin- 
colnshire peasant, who was, besides, armed with 
pistols, to protect her against any violence which 
might be offered. 

They trudged on in silence for a mile or two 
along a country road, which conducted them, by 
hedge and gate-way, into the principal highway, a 
little beyond Grantham. At length her master of 
the horse asked her whether her name was not 
Jean, or Jane, Deans. She answered in the affir- 
mative, with some surprise. " Then here's a bit of 
a note as concerns you," said the man, handing it 
over his left shoulder. " It's from young master, 
as I judge, and every man about Willingham is 
fain to pleasure him either for love or fear ; for 
he'll come to be landlord at last, let them say what 
they like/' 

Jeanie broke the seal of the note, which was ad- 
dressed to her, and read as follows : 

" You refuse to see me. I suppose you are 
shocked at my character : but, in painting myself 
guch as I am, you should give me credit for my 
sincerity. I am, at least, no hypocrite. You re- 
fuse, however, to see me, and youi* conduct may 
be natural but is it wise ? I have expressed my 
anxiety to repair your sister's misfortunes at the 
expense of my honour, my family's honour my 
own life ; and you think me too debased to be ad- 
mitted even to sacrifice what I have remaining of 
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honour, fame, and life, in her cause. Well, if the 
offerer he despised, the victim is still equally at 
hand ; and perhaps there may be justice in the de- 
cree of Heaven, that I shall not have the melan- 
choly credit of appearing to make this sacrifice out 
of my own free good-will. You, as you have de- 
clined my concurrence, must take the whole upon 
yourself. Go, then, to the Duke of Argyle, and, 
when other arguments fail you, tell him you have 
it in your power to bring to condign punishment 
the most active conspirator in the Poiteous mob. 
He will hear you on this topic, should he be deaf 
to every other. Make your own terms, for they 
will be at your own making. You know where I am 
to be found ; and you may be assured I will not 
give you the dark side of the hill, as at Muschat's 
Cairn ; I have no thoughts of stirring from the 
house I was born in ; like the hare, I shall be wor- 
ried in the seat I started from. I repeat it make 
your own terms. I need not remind you to ask 
your sister's life, for that you will do of course ; but 
make terms, of advantage for yourself ask wealth 
and reward office and income for Butler ask 
any thing you will get any thing and all for 
delivering to the hands of the executioner a man 
most deserving of his office ; one who, though 
young iu yeflrs, is old in wickedness, and whose 
most earnest desire is, after the storms of an un- 
quiet life, to sleep and be at rest." 

This extraordinary letter was subscribed with tht 
initials G. S. 

Jeanie read it over once or twice with great 
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Attention, which the slow pace of the horse, as lie 
stalked through a deep lane, enabled her to do with 
facility. 

When she had perused this billet, her first em- 
ployment was to tear it into as small pieces as pos- 
sible, and disperse these pieces in the air by a few 
at a time, so that a document containing so peril- 
otw a secret might not fall into any other person's 
Land. 

The question how far, in point of extremity, she 
was entitled to save her sister's life by sacrificing 
that of a person who, though guilty towards the 
state, had done her no injury, formed the next ear- 
nest and most painful subject of consideration. In 
one sense, indeed, it seemed as if denouncing tho 
guilt of Staunton, the cause of her sister's errors 
and misfortunes, would have been an act of just, 
and even providential retribution. But Jeanie, in 
the strict and severe tone of morality in which sho 
was educated, had to consider not only the general 
aspect of a proposed action, but its justness and fit- 
ness in relation to the actor, before die coul^be, 
according to her own phrase, free to rater upon it. 
What. right had she to make a boater between tho 
lives of Staunton and of Effie, and to sacrifice the 
<meJbr the safety of the other ? His guilt that 
guul for which he was amenable io $ie laws- was 
a crime jftifainst the public indeed, but it was riot 
against ner. 

Neither did it seem to her that his share in tl^e 
death of Porteous, though her mind revolted at 'the 
idea of using violence to any one, was in the rela- 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. S4& 

tion of a common murder, against the perpctratof 
of wliicli every one is called to aid the public magis- 
trate. That violent action was blended with many 
circumstances, which, in the eyes of those of Jeanie's 
rank in life, if they did not altogether deprive it of 
the character of guilt, softened, at le^st, its most 
atrocious features. The anxiety of the government 
to obtain conviction of some of the offenders, nad 
but served to increase the public feeling which 
connected the action, though violent and irregular, 
with the idea of ancient national independence. 
The rigorous procedure adopted or proposed against 
the city of Edinburgh, the ancient metropolis of 
Scotland the extremely unpopular and injudicious 
measure of compelling the Scottish clergy, contrary 
to their principles and sense of duty, to promulgate 
from the pulpit the reward offered for the disco- 
very of the perpetrators of this slaughter, had pro- 
duced on the public mind the opposite consequences 
from what were intended ; and Jeanie felt conscious, 
that whoever should lodge information concerning 
that event, and for whatsoever purpose it might be 
done, it would be considered as an act of treason 
against the independence of Scotland. With the 
fanaticism of the Scotch presbyterians, there waa 
always mingled a glow of national feeling^ and 
Jeanie tr^moled at the idea of her name being hand- 
ed down to posterity with that of the " fituse Mon- 
teath," and one or two others, who, having desert- 
ed and betrayed the cause of their country, arc 
damned to perpetual remembrance and execration 
among its peasantry. Yet, to part with Effie's lift 
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once more, when a word spoken might save it, 
pressed severely on the mind of her affectionate 
sister. 

" The Lord support and direct me !" said Jeanie, 
" for it seems to be his will to try me with difficul- 
ties far beyond my ain strength." 

While this thought passed through Jeanie's mind, 
her guard, tired of silence, began to show some 
inclination to be communicative. He seemed a sen- 
sible, steady peasant, but not having more delicacy 
or prudence than is common to those in his situa- 
tion, he, of course, chose the Willingham family as 
the subject of his conversation. From this man 
Jeanie learned some particulars of which she had 
hitherto been ignorant, and which we will briefly 
recapitulate for the information of the reader. 

The father of George StauBton had been bred a 
soldier, and, during service in the West Indies, had 
married the heiress of a wealthy planter. By this 
lady he had an only child, George Staunton, the 
unhappy young man who has been so often men- 
tioned in this narrative. lie passed the first part 
of his early youth under the charge of a doting 
mother, and in the society of negro slaves, whose 
study it was to gratify his every caprice. His 
father was a man of worth and sense ; but as he 
alone retained tolerable health amoiig the officers 
of the regiment he belonged to, he was much en- 
gaged with his duty. Besides, Mrs Staunton was 
beautiful and wilful, anfl enjoyed but delicate health; 
so that it was difficult for a man of affection, hu- 
manity, and a quiet disposition, to struggle with 
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her on the point of her over-indulgence to an only 
child. Indeed, what Mr Staunton did do towards 
counteracting the baneful effects of his wife's sys- 
tem, only tended to render it more pernicious ; for 
every restraint imposed on the boy in his father's 
presence, was compensated by treble license during 
his absence. So that George Staunton acquired, 
even in childhood, the habit of regarding his father 
as a rigid censor, from whose severity lie was de- 
sirous of emancipating himself as soon and abso- 
lutely as possible. 

When he was about ten years old, and when his 
mind had received all the seeds of those evil weeds 
which afterwards grew apace, his mother died, and 
his father, half heart-broken, returned to England. 
To sum up her imprudence and unjustifiable indul- 
gence, she had contrived to place a considerable 
part of her fortune at her son's exclusive control 
or disposal ; in consequence of which management, 
George Staunton had not been long in England till 
he learned his independence, and how to abuse it. 
His father had endeavoured to rectify the defects 
of his education by placing him in a well-regulated 
seminary. But although he showed some capacity 
for learning, his riotous conduct soon became into- 
lerable to his teachers. He found means (too easily 
afforded to all youths who have certain expecta- 
tions) of procuring such a command of money as 
enabled him to anticipate in boyhood the frolics 
and follies of a more mature age, and, with these 
accomplishments, he was returned on his father's 
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Lands as a profligate boy, whose example might ruin 
an hundred. 

The elder Mr Staunton, whose mind, since his 
wife's death, had been tinged with a melancholy, 
which certainly his son's conduct did not tend to 
dispel, had taken orders, and was inducted by his 
brother Sir William Staunton into the family living 
of Willingham. The revenue was a matter of con- 
sequence to him, for he derived little advantage 
from the estate of his late wife ; and his own for- 
tune was that of a younger brother. 

He took his son to reside with him at the rec- 
tory ; but he soon found that his disorders rendered 
him an intolerable inmate. And as the young men 
of his own rank would not endure the purse-proud 
insolence of the Creole, he fell into that taste for 
low society, which is worse than "pressing to death, 
whipping, or hanging." His father sent him abroad, 
but he only returned wilder and more desperate 
than before. It is true, this unhappy youth was not 
without his good qualities. He had lively wit, good 
temper, reckless generosity, and manners which, 
while he was under restraint, might pass well in 
society. But all these availed him nothing. He 
was so well acquainted with the turf, the gaming- 
table, the cock-pit, and every worse rendezvous of 
folly and dissipation, that his mother's fortune was 
spent before he was twenty-one, and lie was soon 
in debt and in distress. His early history may be 
concluded in the words of our British Juvenal, 
when describing a similar character : -* 
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Headstrong, determined in bis own career, 
lie thought reproof unjust, and truth severe. 
The soul's disease was to its crisis come, 
He first ahused and then abjured his home; 
And when he chose a vagabond to he, 
He made his shame his glory, " I'll he Tree !" 

" And yet 'tis pity on Measter George, too," con- 
tinued the honest boor, " for lie has an open hand, 
and win n a let a poor body want an lie lias it." 

The virtue of profuse generosity, by which, in- 
deed, they themselves are most directly advantaged, 
is readily admitted by the vulgar as a cloak for 
many sins. 

At Stamford oiir heroine was deposited in safety 
by her communicative guide. She obtained a place 
in the coach, which, although termed a light one, 
and accommodated with no fewer than six horses, 
only reached London on the afternoon of the second 
day. The recommendation of the elder Mr Staun- 
tori procured Jeaiiic a civil reception at the 11111 
where the carriage stopped, and, by the aid of Mrs 
Bickerton's correspondent, she found out her friend 
and relative Mrs Glass, by whom she was kindly 
received and hospitably entertained. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



My name is Argyle, you may well think it strange, 
To live at the court and never to change. 

Ballad. 

FEW names deserve more honourable mention in 
the history of Scotland, during this period, than that 
of John, Duke of Argyle and Greenwich. His 
talents as a statesman and a soldier were generally 
admitted ; he was not without ambition, but " with- 
out the illness that attends it" without that irre- 
gulaiAiy of thought and aim, which often excites 
grearonen, in his peculiar situation, (for it was a 
very peculiar one,) to grasp the means of raising 
themselves to power, at the risk of throwing a king- 
dom into confusion. Pope has distinguished him as 

Argyle, the state's whole thunder born to wield, 
And shake alike the senate and the field. 

He was alike free from the ordinary vices of states- 
men, falsehood, namely, and dissimulation ; and from 
those of warriors, inordinate and violent thirst after 
self-aggrandizement. 

Scotland, his native country, stood at this time 
in a very precarious and doubtful situation. She 
was indeed united to England, but the cement had 
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not had time to acquire consistence. The irritation 
of ancient wrongs still subsisted, and betwixt the 
fretful jealousy of the Scottish, and the supercilious 
disdain of the English, quarrels repeatedly occur- 
red, in the course of which the national league, so 
important to the safety of both, was in the utmost 
danger of being dissolved. Scotland had, besides, 
the disadvantage of being divided into intestine fac- 
tions, which hated each other bitterly, and waited 
but a signal to break forth into action. 

In such circumstances, another man, with the 
talents and rank of Argyle, but without a mind so 
happily regulated, would have sought to rise from 
the earth in the whirlwind, and direct its fury. 
He chose a course more safe and more honourable. 

Soaring above the petty distinctions of faction, 
his voice was raised, whether in office or opposi- 
tion, for those measures which were at once just 
and lenient. His high military talents enabled 
him, during the memorable year 1715, to render 
such services to the house of Hanover, as, perhaps, 
were too great to be either acknowledged or re- 
paid. He had employed, too, his utmost influence 
in softening the consequences of that insurrection 
to the unfortunate gentlemen, whom a mistaken 
sense of loyalty had engaged in the affair, and was 
rewarded by the esteem and affection of his coun- 
try in an uncommon degree. This popularity 
with a discontented and warlike people, was suppo- 
sed to be a subject of jealousy at court, where the 
power to become dangerous is sometimes of itself 
obnoxious, though the inclination is not united 
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with it. Besides, the Duke of Argyle's indepen- 
dent and somewhat haughty mode of expressing 
himself in Parliament, and acting in public, were 
ill calculated to attract royal favour. lie was, 
therefore, always respected, and often employed; 
hut he was not a favourite of George the Second, 
his consort, or his ministers. At several different 
periods in his life, the Duke might be considered 
as in absolute disgrace at court, although he could 
hardly be said to be a declared member of opposi- 
tion. This rendered him the dearer to Scotland, 
because it was usually in her cause that he incur- 
red the displeasure of his sovereign ; and upon this 
very occasion of the Porteous mob, the animated 
and eloquent opposition which he had offered to 
the severe measures which were about to be adopted 
towards the city of Edinburgh, was the more grate- 
fully received in that metropolis, as it was under- 
stood that the Duke's interposition had given per- 
sonal offence to Queen Caroline. 

His conduct upon this occasion, as, indeed, that 
of all the Scottish members of the legislature, with 
one or two unworthy exceptions, had been in the 
highest degree spirited. The popular tradition, 
concerning his reply to Queen Caroline, has been 
given already, and some fragments of his speech 
against the Porteous bill are still remembered. 
He retorted upon the Chancellor, Lord Ilardwicke, 
the insinuation that he had stated himself in this 
case rather as a party than as a judge : " I appeal/' 
said Argyle, " to the House to the nation, if I can 
be justly branded with the infamy of being a jobber 
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or a partisan. Have I been a briber of votes ? a 
buyer of boroughs ? the agent of corruption for 
any purpose, or on behalf of any party ? Consider 
my life ; examine my actions in the field and in the 
cabinet, and see where there lies a blot that can 
attach to my honour. I have shown myself the friend 
of my country the loyal subject of my king. I am 
ready to do so again, without an instant's regard to 
the frowns or smiles of a court. I have experienced 
both, and am prepared with indifference for either. 
I have given my reasons for opposing this bill, 
and have made it appear that it is repugnant to 
the international treaty of union, to the liberty of 
Scotland, and, reflectively, to that of England, to 
common justice, to common sense, and to the pub- 
lic interest. Shall the metropolis of Scotland, the 
capital of an independent nation, the residence of 
a long line of monarchs, by whom that noble city 
was graced and dignified shall such a city, for the 
fault of an obscure and unknown body of rioters, 
be deprived of its honours and its privileges its 
gates and its guards ? and shall a native Scots- 
man tamely behold the havoc ? I glory, my Lords, 
in opposing such unjust rigour, and reckon it my 
dearest pride and honour to stand up in defence 
of my native country, while thus laid open to un- 
deserved shame, and unjust spoliation." 

Other statesmen and orators, both Scottish and 
English, used the same arguments, the bill was 
gradually stripped of its most oppressive and ob- 
noxious clauses, and at length ended in a fine upon 
2o2 
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the city of Edinburgh in favour of Porteous's wi- 
dow. So that, as somebody observed at the time, 
the whole of these fierce debates ended in making 
the fortune of an old cookmaid, such having been 
the good woman's original capacity. 

The court, however, did not forget the baffle 
they had received in this affair, and the Duke of 
Argyle, who had contributed so much to it, was 
thereafter considered as a person in disgrace. It 
is necessary to place these circumstances under the 
reader's observation, both because they are con- 
nected with the preceding and subsequent part of 
our narrative. 

The Duke was alone in his study, when one of 
his gentlemen acquainted him, that a country-girl, 
from Scotland, was desirous of speaking with his 
Grace. 

l< A country-girl, and from Scotland!" said the 
Duke; " what can have brought the silly fool to 
London ? Some lover pressed and sent to sea, or 
some stock sunk in the South-Sea funds, or some 
such hopeful concern, I suppose, and then nobody 
to manage the matter but MacCallummore. Well, 
this same popularity has its inconveniences. How- 
ever, show our countrywoman up, Archibald, it 
is ill manners to keep her in attendance." 

A young woman of rather low stature, and whose 
countenance might be termed very modest, and 
pleasing in expression, though sun-burnt, somewhat 
freckled, and not possessing regular features, was 
ushered into the splendid library. She wore the 
tartan plaid of her country, adjusted so as partly 
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to cover her head, and partly to fall back over hor 
shoulders. A quantity of fair hair, disposed with 
great simplicity and neatness, appeared in front of 
her round and good-humoured face, to which the 
solemnity of her errand, and her sense of the Duke's 
rank and importance, gave an appearance of deep 
awe, hut not of slavish fear, or fluttered bashfulness. 
The rest of Jeanie's dress was in the style of Scot- 
tish maidens of her own class ; but arranged with 
that scrupulous attention to neatness and cleanli- 
ness, which we often find united with that purity of 
mind, of which it is a natural emblem. 

She stopped near the entrance of the room, made 
her deepest reverence, and crossed her hands upon 
her bosom, without uttering a syllable. The Duke 
of Argyle advanced towards her ; and, if she ad- 
mired his graceful deportment and rich dress, de- 
corated with the orders which had been deservedly 
bestowed on him, his courteous manner, and quick 
and intelligent cast of countenance, lie, 011 his part, 
was not less, or less deservedly, struck with the 
(Juliet simplicity and modesty expressed in the dress, 
ni^imers, and countenance of his humble country- 
wc&aan. 

<Vpid you wish to speak with me, iny bonny 
lass r said the Duke, using the encouraging epi- 
thet which at once acknowledged the connexion 
betwixt them as country-folk ; " or, did you wish 
to see the Duchess ?" 

" My business is with your honour, my Lord * 
I mean your Lordship's Grace/' 

" And what is it, my good girl ?" said the Duke, 
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in the same mild and encouraging tone of voice. 
Jeanie looked at the attendant. u Leave us, Ar- 
chibald,' 1 said the Duke, " and wait in the ante- 
room." The domestic retired. " And now sit 
down, my good lass," said the Duke ; " take your 
breath take your time, and tell me what you have 
got to say. I guess by your dress, you are just 
come up from poor old Scotland Did you come 
through the streets in your tartan plaid ?" 

" No, sir," said Jeanie ; " a friend brought me in 
ane o' their street coaches a very decent woman," 
she added, her courage increasing as she became 
familiar with the sound of her own voice in such a 
presence ; " your Lordship's Grace kens her it's 
Mrs Glass, at the sign o' the Thistle." 

" O, my worthy snuff-merchant I have always 
a chat with Mrs Glass when I purchase my Scotch 
high-dried. Well, but your business, my bonny 
woman time and tide, you know, wait for no one." 

" Your honour I beg your Lordship's pardon 
I mean your Grace," for it must.be noticed, that 
this matter of addressing the Duke by his appro- 
priate title had been anxiously inculcated upon 
Jeanie by her friend Mrs Glass, in whose eyes it 
was a matter of such importance, that her last 
words, as Jeanie left the coach, were, " Mind to 
say your Grace ;" and Jeanie, who had scarce ever 
in her life spoke to a person of higher quality than 
the Laird of Dumbiedikes, found great difficulty in 
arranging her language according to the rules of 
ceremony. 

The Duke, who saw her embarrassment, said, 
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with his usual affability, " Never mind my grace, 
lassie ; just speak out a plain tale, and show you 
have a Scotch tongue in your head." 

" Sir, I am muckle obliged Sir, I am the sister 
of that poor unfortunate criminal, Effie Deans, who 
is ordered for execution at Edinburgh." 

" All I" said the Duke, " I have heard of that 
unhappy story, I think a case of child-murder, 
under a special act of parliament Duncan Forbes 
mentioned it at dinner the other day." 

" And I was come up frae the north, sir, to see 
what could be done for her in the way of getting a 
reprieve or pardon, sir, or the like of that." 

" Alas ! my poor girl," said the Duke, " you 
have made a long and a sad journey to very little 
purpose Your sister is ordered for execution." 

" But I am given to understand that there is law 
for reprieving her, if it is in the king's pleasure," 
said Jeanie. 

" Certainly there is," said the Duke ; "but that 
is purely in the King's breast. The crime has been 
but too common the Scotch crown-lawyers think it 
is right there should be an example. Then the late 
disorders in Edinburgh have excited a prejudice in 
government against the nation at large, which they 
think can only be managed by measures of intimi- 
dation and severity. What argument have you, 
my poor girl, except the warmth of your sisterly 
affection, to offer against all this ? What is your 
interest ? What friends have you at com't ?" 

None, excepting God and your Grace," said 
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Jeanie, still keeping her ground resolutely, how- 
ever. 

" Alas !" said the Duke, " I could almost say with 
old Ormond, that there could not be any, whose 
influence was smaller with kings and ministers. It 
is a cruel part of our situation, young woman I 
mean of the situation of men in my circumstances, 
that the public ascribe to them influence which they 
do riot possess ; and that individuals are led to ex- 
pect from them assistance which we have no means 
of rendering. But candour and plain dealing is in 
the power of every one, and I must not let you 
imagine you have resources in my influence, which 
do not exist, to make your distress the heavier I 
have no means of averting your sister's fate She 
must die." 

" We must a' die, sir," said Jeanie ; " it is our 
common doom for our father's transgression ; but 
we shouldfia hasten ilk other out o' the world, that's 
what your honour kens better than me." 

" My good young woman," said the Duke, mild- 
ly, " we are all apt to blame the law under which 
we immediately suffer ; but you seem to have been 
well educated in your line of life, and you must 
know that it is alike the law of God and man, that 
the murderer shall surely die." 

" But, sir, Effie that is, my poor sister, sir 
canna be proved to be a murderer ; and if she be 
not, and the law take her life notwithstanding, wha 
is it that is the murderer then?" 

" I am no lawyer," said the Duke ; " and I own 
I think the statute a very severe one." 
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" You arc a law-maker, sir, with your leave ; 
and, therefore, ye have power over the law/' an- 
swered Jeanie. 

" Not in my individual capacity," said the Duke ; 
" though, as one of a large body, I have a voice in 
the legislation. .But that cannot serve you nor 
have 1 at present, I care not who knows it, so much 
personal influence witli the sovereign, as would 
entitle me to ask from him the most insignificant 
favour. What could tempt you, young woman, to 
address yourself to me ?" 

" It was yourscll, sir." 

" Myself?" he replied " I am sure you have 
never seen me before." 

" No, sir ; but a' the world kens that the Duke 
of Argyle is his country's friend ; and that ye fight 
for the right, and speak for the right, and that 
there's nane like yours in our present Israel, and 
so they that think themselves wranged draw to re- 
fuge under your shadow ; and if ye wimna stir to 
save the blood of an innocent countrywoman of 
your ain, what should we expect frae southrons 
and strangers ? ' And maybe I had another reason 
for troubling your honour." 

" And what is that ?" asked the Duke. 

" I hae understood from my father, that your 
honour's house, and especially your gudesire and 
his father, laid down their lives on the scaffold in 
the persecuting time. And my father was honour- 
ed to gie his testimony baith in the cage and in the 
pillory, as is specially mentioned in the books of 
Peter Walker the packman, that your honour, I 
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daresay, kens, for he uses maist partly the west- 
land of Scotland. And, sir, there's ane that takes 
concern in me, that wished me to gang- to your 
Grace's presence, for his gndesire had done your 
gracious gudesire some good turn, as ye will see 
frae these papers." 

With these words, she delivered to the Duke the 
little parcel which she had received from Butler. 
He opened it, and, in the envelope, read with some 
surprise, " Muster-roll of the men serving in the 
troop of that godly gentleman, Captain Salathiel 
Bangtext. ObadiahMuggletori, Sin-Despise Dou- 
ble-knock, Stand-fast-iii-faith Gipps, Turri-to-the- 
right Thwack-away What the deuce is this? A 
list of Praise-God Barebone's Parliament, I think, 
or of old Noll's evangelical army that last fellow 
should understand his wheelings to judge by his 
name. But what does all this mean, my girl ?" 

" It was the other paper, sir," said Jeanie, some- 
what abashed at the mistake. 

" O, this is my unfortunate grandfather's hand 
sure enough < To all who may have friendship for 
the house of Argyle, these are to certify, that Ben- 
jamin Butler, of Monk's regiment of dragoons, 
having been, under God, the means of saving my 
life from four English troopers who were about to 
slay me, I, having no other present means of re- 
compense in my power, do give him this acknow- 
ledgment, hoping that it may be useful to him or 
his during these troublesome times ; and do con- 
jure my friends, tenants, kinsmen, and whoever will 
do aught for ine ? either in the Highlands or Low* 
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lands, to protect and assist the said Benjamin But- 
ler, and his friends or family, on their lawful occa- 
sions, giving them such countenance, maintenance, 
and supply, as may correspond with the benefit he 
hath bestowed on me ; witness my hand 

< LORNE/ 

" This is a strong injunction This Benjamin 
Butler was your grandfather, I suppose ? You 
seem too young to have been his daughter." 

" He was nae akin to me, sir he was grand- 
father to ane to a neighbour's son to a sincere 
weel-wisher of mine, sir,'* dropping her little curt- 
sy as she spoke. 

" O, I understand," said the Duke " a true- 
love affair. He was the grandsire of one you are 
engaged to ?" 

" One I was engaged to, sir," said Jeanie, sigh- 
ing ; " but this unhappy business of my poor sis- 
ter" 

" What !" said the Duke hastily," he has not 
deserted you on that account, has he ?" 

" No, sir ; he wad be the last to leave a friend 
in difficulties," said Jeanie ; " but I maun think for 
him, as weel as for mysell. He is a clergyman, sir, 
and it would riot beseem him to marry the like of 
me, wi' this disgrace on my kindred." 

" You are a singular young woman," said the 
Duke. " You seem to me to think of every one be- 
fore yourself. And have you really come up from 
Edinburgh on foot, to attempt this hopeless solici- 
tation for your sister's life ?" 

" It was not a'thegether on foot, sir," answered 

VOL, XII. 2 H 
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Jeanie ; " for I sometimes got a cast in a waggon, 
and I had a horse from Ferrybridge, and then the 
coach" 

" Well, never mind all that," interrupted the 
Duke. " What reason have you for thinking your 
sister innocent?" 

" Because she has not been proved guilty, as 
will appear from looking at these papers." 

She put into his hand a note of the evidence, and 
copies of her sister's declaration. These papers 
Butler had procured after her departure, and Sad- 
dletree had them forwarded to London, to Mrs 
Glass's care; so that Jeanie found the documents, 
so necessary for supporting her suit, lying in readi- 
ness at her arrival. 

" Sit down in that chair, my good girl," said the 
Duke, " until I glance over the papers." 

She obeyed, and watched with the utmost anxie- 
ty each change in his countenance as he cast his 
eye through the papers briefly, yet with attention, 
arid making memoranda as he went along. After 
reading them hastily over, he looked up, and seem- 
ed about to speak, yet changed his purpose, as if 
afraid of committing himself by giving too hasty 
an opinion, and read over again several passages 
which he had marked as being most important. All 
this he did in shorter time than can be supposed by 
men of ordinary talents ; for his mind was of that 
acute and penetrating character which discovers, 
with the glance of intuition, what facts bear on the 
particular point that chances to be subjected to 
consideration* At length he rose> after a few mi- 
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mites' deep reflection. " Young woman/' said he, 
" your sister's case must certainly be termed a 
hard one." 

" God bless you, sir, for that very word !" said 
Jeanie. 

" It seems contrary to the genius of British law," 
continued the Duke, " to take that for granted 
which is not proved, or to punish with death for a 
crime, which, for aught the prosecutor has been 
able to show, may not have been committed at all." 

" God bless you, sir !" again said Jeanie, who 
had risen from her seat, and, with clasped hands, 
eyes glittering through tears, and features which 
trembled with anxiety, drank in every word which 
the Duke uttered. 

" But alas ! my poor girl," he continued, " what 
good will my opinion do you, unless I could im- 
press it upon those in whose hands your sister's 
life is placed by the law ? Besides, I am no lawyer ; 
and I must speak with some of our Scottish gen- 
tlemen of the gown about the matter." 

" O but, sir, what seems reasonable to your ho* 
nour, will certainly be the same to them," answer- 
ed Jeanie. 

" I do not know that," replied the Duke ; " ilka 
man buckles his belt his ain gate you know our 
old Scotch proverb ? But you shall not have placed 
this reliance on me altogether in vain. Leave these 
papers with me, and you shall hear from me to- 
morrow or* next day. Take care to be at home at 
Mrs Glass's, and ready to come to me at a moment's 
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warning. It will be unnecessary for you to give 
Mrs Glass the trouble to attend you ; and, by the 
by, you will please to be dressed just as you are at 
present." 

" I wad hae putten on a cap, sir," said Jeanie, 
" but your honour kens it isna the fashion of my 
country for single women ; and I judged that being 
sae mony hundred miles frae hame, your Grace's 
heart wad warm to the tartan," looking at the cor- 
ner of her plaid. 

" You judged quite right," said the Duke. " I 
know the full value of the snood ; and MacCallum- 
more's heart will be as cold as death can make it, 
when it does not warm to the tartan. Now, go 
away, and don't be out of the way when I send." 

Jeanie replied, " There is little fear of that, 
sir, for I have little heart to go to see sights amang 
this wilderness of black houses. But if I might 
say to your gracious honour, that if ye ever conde- 
scend to speak to ony ane that is of greater degree 
than yoursell, though maybe it is nae civil in me 
to say sae, just if you would think there can be nae 
sic odds between you and them, as between poor 
Jeanie Deans from Saint Leonard's and the Duke 
of Argyle ; and so dinna be chappit back or cast 
down wi' the first rough answer." 

" I am not apt," said the Duke, laughing, " to 
mind rough answers much Do not you hope too 
much from what I have promised. I will do my 
best, but God has the hearts of Kings in his own 
hand." 
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Jcanie curtsied reverently and withdrew, attend- 
ed by the Duke's gentleman, to her hackney-coach, 
with a respect which her appearance did not de- 
mand, but which was perhaps paid to the length of 
the interview with which his master had honoured 
her. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Ascend, 

While radiant summer opens all its pride, 
Thy hill, delightful Shene ! Here let us sweep 
The boundless landscape. 

THOMSON. 

FROM her kind and officious, but somewhat gos- 
siping friend, Mrs Glass, Jeanie underwent a very 
close catechism on their road to the Strand, where 
the Thistle of the good lady flourished in full glory, 
and, with its legend of Nemo me impum, distin- 
guished a shop then well known to all Scottish 
folk of high and low degree. 

" And were you sure aye to say your Grace to 
him ?" said the good old lady ; " for ane should 
make a distinction between MacCallummore and 
the bits o' southern bodies that they ca' lords here 
there are as mony o' them, Jeanie, as would gar 
ane think they maun cost but little fash in the ma- 
king some of them I wadna trust wi' six pennies- 
worth of black rappee some of them I wadna gie 
mysell the trouble to put up a hapny worth in brown 
paper for. But I hope you showed your breeding 
to the Duke of Argyle, for what sort of folk would 
he think your friends in London, if you had been 
lording him, and him a Duke?" 

" He didna seem muckle to mind/' said Jeanie ; 
" }ie keiid that I was landward bred/' 
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" Wed, weel," answered the good lady. " Flis 
Grace kens me weel ; so I am the less anxious about 
it. I never fill his snuff-box but he says, * How 
d'ye do, good Mrs Glass ? How are all our friends 
in the North ?' or it maybe < Have ye heard from 
the North lately ?' And you may be sure, I make 
my best' curtsy, and answer, < My Lord Duke, I 
hope your Grace's noble Duchess, and your Grace's 
young ladies, are well ; and I hope the snuff con- 
tinues to give your Grace satisfaction/ And then 
ye will see the people in the shop begin to look 
about them ; and if there's a Scotchman, as there 
may be three or half-a-dozen, aff go the hats, and 
mony a look after him, and ' there goes the Prince 
of Scotland, God bless him !' But ye have not told 
me yet the very words he said t'ye." 

Jeanie had no intention to be quite so commu- 
nicative. She had, as the reader may have obser- 
ved, some of the caution and shrewdness, as well as 
of the simplicity, of her country. She answered ge- 
nerally, that the Duke had received her very com- 
passionately, and had promised to interest himself 
in her sister's affair, and to let her hear from him 
in the course of the next day, or the day after. She 
did not choose to make any mention of his having 
desired her to be in readiness to attend him, far 
less of his hint, that she should not bring her land- 
lady. So that honest Mrs Glass was obliged to 
remain satisfied with the general intelligence above 
mentioned, after having done all she could to ex* 
tract more. 

It may easily be conceived, that, on the next day, 
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Jeanie declined all invitations and inducements, 
whether of exercise or curiosity, to walk abroad, 
and continued to inhale the close, and somewhat 
professional atmosphere of Mrs Glass's small par- 
lour. The latter flavour it owed to a certain cup- 
board, containing, among other articles, a few can- 
isters of real Havannah, which, whether from re- 
spect to the manufacture, or out of a reverent fear 
of the exciseman, Mrs Glass did not care to trust 
in the open shop below, and which communicated 
to the room a scent, that, however fragrant to the 
nostrils of the connoisseur, was not very agreeable 
to those of Jeanie. 

" Dear sirs," she said to herself, " I wonder how 
my cousin's silk rnanty, and her gowd watch, or 
ony thing in the world, can be worth sitting snee- 
zing all her life in this little stifling room, and 
might walk on green braes if she liked." 

Mrs Glass was equally surprised at her cousin's 
reluctance to stir abroad, and her indifference to 
the fine sights of London. " It would always help 
to pass away the time," she said, " to have some- 
thing to look at, though ane was in distress." But 
Jeanie was unpersuadable. 

The day after her interview with the Duke was 
spent in that "hope delayed, which maketh the 
heart sick." Minutes glided after minutes hours 
fled after hours it became too late to have any 
reasonable expectation of hearing from the Duke 
that day ; yet the hope which she disowned, she 
could not altogether relinquish, and her heart 
throbbed, and her ears tingled, with every casual 
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sound in the shop below. It was in vain. The day 
wore away in the anxiety of protracted and fruit- 
less expectation. 

The next morning commenced in the same man- 
ner. But before noon, a well-dressed gentleman 
entered Mrs Glass's shop, and requested to see a 
young woman from Scotland. 

" That will be my cousin, Jeanie Deans, Mr 
Archibald," said Mrs Glass, with a curtsy of re- 
cognizance. " Have you any message for her from 
his Grace the Duke of Argyle, Mr Archibald? I 
will carry it to her in a moment." 

" I believe I must give her the trouble of step- 
ping down, Mrs Glass." 

" Jeanie Jeanie Deans I" said Mrs Glass, 
screaming at the bottom of the little staircase, 
which ascended from the corner of the shop to the 
higher regions. '- Jeanie Jeanie Deans, I say ! 
come down stairs instantly ; here is the Duke of 
Argyle's groom of the chambers desires to see you 
directly." This was announced in a voice so loud, 
as to make all who chanced to be within hearing 
aware of the important communication. 

It may easily be supposed, that Jeanie did not 
tarry long in adjusting herself to attend the sum- 
mons, yet her feet almost failed her as she came 
down stairs. 

" I must ask the favour of your company a little 
way," said Archibald, with civility. 

" I am quite ready, sir," said Jeanie. 

" Is my cousin going out, Mr Archibald ? then 
I will hae to go wi' her, no doubt. James Rasper 



S70 TALES OF MY LANDLORD, 

Look to the shop, James. Mr Archibald/' 
pushing a jar towards him, "you take his Grace's 
mixture, I think. Please to fill your box, for old 
acquaintance sake, while I get on my things." 

Mr Archibald transposed a modest parcel of 
snuff from the jar to his own mull, but said he was 
obliged to decline the pleasure of Mrs Glass's com- 
pany, as his message was particularly to the young 
person. 

" Particularly to the young person ?" said Mrs 
Glass ; " is not that uncommon, Mr Archibald ? 
But his Grace is the best judge ; and you are a 
steady person, Mr Archibald. It is not every one 
that comes from a great man's house I would trust 
my cousin with. But, Jeanie, you must not go 
through the streets with Mr Archibald with your 
tartan what d'ye call it there upon your shoulders, 
as if you had come up with a drove of Highland cat- 
tle. Wait till I bring down my silk cloak. Why 
we'll have the mob after you !" 

" I have a hackney-coach in waiting, madam," 
said Mr Archibald, interrupting the officious old 
lady, from whom Jeanie might otherwise have 
found it difficult to escape, " and, I believe, I must 
not allow her time for any change of dress." 

So saying, he hurried Jeanie into the coach, 
while she internally praised and wondered at the 
easy manner in which he shifted off Mrs Glass's 
officious offers and enquiries, without mentioning 
his master's orders, or going into any explanation 
whatever. 

On entering the coach, Mr Archibald seated 
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himself in the front seat, opposite to our heroine, 
and they drove on in silence. After they had 
proceeded nearly half an hour, without a word on 
either side, it occurred to Jeanie, that the distance 
and time did not correspond with that which had 
been occupied by her journey on the former occa- 
sion, to and from the residence of the Duke of 
Argyle. At length she could not help asking- her 
taciturn companion, " Wlnlk way they were going?" 

" My Lord Duke will inform you himself, ma- 
dam," answered Archibald, with the same solemn 
courtesy which marked his whole demeanour. Al- 
most as he spoke, the hackney-coach drew up, and 
the coachman dismounted and opened the door. 
Archibald got out, and assisted Jeanie to get down. 
She found herself in a large turnpike road, without 
the bounds of London, upon the other side of which 
road was drawn up a plain chariot and four horses, 
the panels without arms, and the servants with- 
out liveries. 

" You have been punctual, I see, Jeanie/' said 
the Duke of Argyle, as Archibald opened the car- 
riage door. u You must be my companion for the 
rest of the way. Archibald will remain here with 
the hackney-coach till your return." 

Ere Jeanie could make answer, she found her- 
self, to her no small astonishment, seated by the 
side of a duke, in a carriage which rolled forward 
at a rapid yet smooth rate, very different in both 
particulars from the lumbering, jolting vehicle 
which she had just left ; arid which, lumbering and 
jolting as it was, conveyed to one who had seldom 
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been in a coach before, a certain feeling of dignity 
and importance. 

" Young woman," said the Duke, " after think- 
ing as attentively on your sister's case as is in my 
power, I continue to be impressed with the belief 
that great injustice may be done by the execution 
of her sentence. So are one or two liberal and 
intelligent lawyers of both countries whom I have 
spoken with. Nay, pray hear me out before you 
thank me. I have already told you my personal 
conviction is of little consequence, unless I could 
impress the same upon others. Now I have done 
for you, what I would certainly not have done to 
serve any purpose of my own I have asked an 
audience of a lady whose interest with the king is 
deservedly very high. It has been allowed me, and 
I am desirous that you should see her and speak 
for yourself. You have no occasion to be abashed ; 
tell your story simply as you did to me." 

" I am much obliged to your Grace," said 
Jeanie, remembering Mrs Glass's charge ; " and I 
am sure since I have had the courage to speak to 
your Grace, in poor Effie's cause, I have less rea- 
son to be shame-faced in speaking to a leddy. But, 
sir, I would like to ken what to ca' her, whether 
your grace, or your honour, or your leddyship, as 
we say to lairds and leddies in Scotland, and I will 
take care to mind it; for I ken leddies are full 
maii; particular than gentlemen about their titles of 
honour." 

" You have no occasion to call her any thing but 
Madam. Just say what you think is likely to make 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 373 

the best impression look at me from time to time 
if I put my hand to my cravat so," (showing her 
the motion,) " you will stop ; but I shall only do 
this when you say any thing that is not likely to 
please." 

" But, sir, your Grace," said Jeanie, " if it 
wasna ower muckle trouble, wad it no be better 
to tell me what I should say, and I could get it by 
heart ?" 

" No, Jeanie, that would not have the same 
effect that would be like reading a sermon, you 
know, which we good presbyterians think has less 
unction than when spoken without book," replied 
the Duke. " Just speak as plainly and boldly to 
this lady, as you did to me the day before yester- 
day ; and if you can gain her consent, I'll wad ye 
a plack, as wo say in tho north, that you get the 
pardon from the king." 

As he spoke he took a pamphlet from his pocket, 
and began to read. Jeanie had good sense and tact, 
which constitute betwixt them that which is called 
natural good breeding. She interpreted the Duke's 
manoeuvre as a hint that she was to ask no more 
questions, and she remained silent accordingly. 

The carriage rolled rapidly onwards through fer- 
tile meadows, ornamented with splendid old oaks, 
and catching occasionally a glance of the majestic 
mirror of a broad and placid river. After passing 
through a pleasant village, the equipage stopped on 
a commanding eminence, where the beauty of Eng- 
lish landscape was displayed in its utmost luxuri- 
ance. Here the Duke alighted, and desired Jeanie 
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to follow him. They paused for a moment on the 
brow of a hill, to gaze on the unrivalled landscape 
which it presented. A huge sea of verdure, with 
crossing and intersecting promontories of massive 
and tufted groves, was tenanted by numberless 
flocks and herds, which seemed to wander unre- 
strained arid unbounded through the rich pastures. 
The Thames, here turreted with villas, and there 
garlanded with forests, moved on slowly and pla- 
cidly, like the mighty monarch of the scene, to 
whom all its other beauties were but accessories, 
and bore on his bosom an hundred barks and skiffs, 
whose white sails and gaily fluttering pennons gave 
life to the whole. 

The Duke of Argyle was, of course, familiar 
with this scene ; but to a man of taste it must 
be always new. Yet, as he paused and looked on 
this inimitable landscape, with the feeling of de- 
light which it must give to the bosom of every ad- 
mirer of nature, his thoughts naturally reverted to 
his own more grand, and scarce less beautiful, do- 
mains of Inverary. " This is a fine scene," he said 
to his companion, curious, perhaps, to draw out 
her sentiments ; " we have nothing like it in Scot- 
land." 

" It's braw rich feeding for the cows, and they 
have a fine breed o' cattle here," replied Jeariie ; 
" but I like just as weel to look at the craigs of 
Arthur's Seat, and the sea coming in ayont them, 
as at a' thae muckle trees." 

The Duke smiled at a reply equally professional 
and national, and made a signal for the carriage to 
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remain where it was. Then adopting an unfre- 
quented foot-path, he conducted Jeanie, through 
several complicated mazes, to a postern-door in a 
high brick wall. It was shut ; but as the Duke 
tapped slightly at it, a person in waiting within, af- 
ter reconnoitring through a small iron grate con- 
trived for the purpose, unlocked the door, and 
admitted them. They entered, and it was imme- 
diately closed and fastened behind them. This was 
all done quickly, the door so instantly closing, and 
the person who opened it so suddenly disappear- 
ing, that Jeanie could not even catch a glimpse of 
his exterior. 

They found themselves at the extremity of a 
deep and narrow alley, carpeted with the most 
verdant and close-shaven turf, which felt like vel- 
vet under their feet, and screened from the sun by 
the branches of the lofty elms which united over 
the path, and caused it to resemble, in the solemn 
obscurity of the light which they admitted, as well 
as from the range of columnar stems, and intricate 
union of their arched branches, one of the narrow 
side aisles in an ancient Gothic cathedral. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



-I beseech you- 



These tears beseech you, and these chaste hands woo you, 
That never yet were heaved but to things holy- 
Things like yourself You are a God above us ; 
Be as a God, then, full of saving mercy ! 

The Bloody Brother. 

ENCOURAGED as slie was by the courteous man- 
ners of her noble countryman, it was not without 
a feeling" of something like terror that Jeanie felt 
herself in a place apparently so lonely, with a man 
of such high rank. That she should have been 
permitted to wait on the Duke in his own house, 
and have been there received to a private inter- 
view, was in itself an uncommon and distinguished 
event in the annals of a life so simple as hers ; but 
to find herself his travelling companion in a jour- 
ney, and then suddenly to be left alone with him 
in so secluded a situation, had something in it of 
awful mystery. A romantic heroine might have 
suspected and dreaded the power of her own 
charms; but Jeanie was too wise to let such a silly 
thought intrude on her mind. Still, however, she 
had almost eager desire to know where she now 
was, and to whom she was to be presented. 

She remarked that the Duke's dress, though still 
such as indicated rank and fashion, (for it was not 
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the custom of men of quality at that time to dress 
themselves like their own coachmen or grooms,) 
was nevertheless plainer than that in which she had 
seen him upon a former occasion, and was divested, 
in particular, of all those badges of external deco- 
ration which intimated superior consequence. In 
short, he was attired as plainly as any gentleman 
of fashion could appear in the streets of London 
in a morning ; and this circumstance helped to 
shake an opinion which Jeanie began to entertain, 
that, perhaps, he intended she should plead her 
cause in the presence of royalty itself. " But, 
surely," said she to herself, " he wad hae putten 
on his braw star and garter, an he had thought 
o' coming before the face of Majesty and after a', 
this is mair like a gentleman's policy than a royal 
palace.*' 

There was some sense in Jeanie's reasoning; 
yet she was not sufficiently mistress either of the 
circumstances of etiquette, or the particular rela- 
tions which existed betwixt the government and 
the Duke of Argyle, to form an accurate judgment. 
The Duke, as we have said, was at this time in 
open opposition to the administration of Sir Robert 
Walpole, and was understood to be out of favour 
with the royal family, to whom he had rendered 
such important services. But it was a maxim of 
Queen Caroline, to bear herself towards her poli- 
tical friends with such caution, as if there was a 
possibility of their one day being her enemies, and 
towards political opponents with the same degree 
of circumspection, as if they might again become . 
2 I 2 
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friendly to her measures. Since Margaret of An- 
jou, no queen-consort had exercised such weight 
in the political affairs of England, and the personal 
address which she displayed on many occasions, 
had no small share in reclaiming from their politi- 
cal heresy many of those determined tories, who, 
after the reign of the Stewarts had been extin- 
guished in the person of Queen Anne, were dispo- 
sed rather to transfer their allegiance to her brother 
the Chevalier de St George, than to acquiesce in 
the settlement of the crown on the Hanover fami- 
ly. Her husband, whose most shining quality was 
courage in the field of battle, and who endured the 
office of King of England, without ever being able 
to acquire English habits, or any familiarity with 
English dispositions found the utmost assistance 
from the address of his partner ; and while he jea- 
lously affected to do every thing according to his 
own will and pleasure, was in secret prudent enough 
to take and follow the advice of his more adroit 
consort. He iiitiuisted to her the delicate office of 
determining the various degrees of favour necessary 
to attach the wavering, or to confirm such as were 
already friendly, or to regain those whose good- 
will had been lost. 

With all the winning address of an elegant, and, 
according to the times, an accomplished woman, 
Queen Caroline possessed the masculine soul of the 
other sex. She was proud by nature, and even her 
policy could not always temper her expressions of 
displeasure, although few were more ready at re- 
pairing any false step of this kind, when her pru- 
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donee came up to the aid of her passions. She 
loved the real possession of power, rather than the 
show of it, and whatever she did herself that was 
either wise or popular, she always desired that the 
king should have the full credit as well as the ad- 
vantage of the measure, conscious that, by adding 
to his respectability, she was most likely to main- 
tain her own. And so desirous was she to comply 
with all his tastes, that, when threatened with the 
gout, she had repeatedly had recourse to checking 
the fit, by the use of the cold bath, thereby endan- 
gering her life, that she might be able to attend the 
king in his walks. 

It was a very consistent part of Queen Caroline's 
character, to keep up many private correspondences 
with those to whom in public she seemed unfavour- 
able, or who, for various reasons, stood ill with the 
court. By this means she kept in her hands the 
thread of many a political intrigue, and, without 
pledging herself to any thing, could often prevent 
discontent from becoming hatred, and opposition 
from exaggerating itself into rebellion. If by any 
accident her correspondence with such persons 
chanced to be observed or discovered, which she 
took all possible pains to prevent, it was represent- 
ed as a mere intercourse of society, having no re- 
ference to politics; an answer with which even 
the prime minister, Sir Robert Walpole, was com- 
pelled to remain satisfied, when he discovered that 
the Queen had given a private audience to Pulte- 
ney, afterwards Earl of Bath, his most formidable 
nd most inveterate enemy, 
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In thus maintaining occasional intercourse with 
several persons who seemed most alienated from 
the crown, it may readily be supposed, that Queen 
Caroline had taken care not to break entirely with 
the Duke of Argyle. His high birth, his great 
talents, the estimation in which he was held in his 
own country, the great services which he had ren- 
dered the house of Brunswick in 1715, placed him 
high in that rank of persons who were not to be 
rashly neglected. He had, almost by his single 
and unassisted talents, stopped the irruption of the 
banded force of all the Highland chiefs ; there was 
little doubt, that, with the slightest encouragement, 
he could put them all in motion, and renew the 
civil war ; and it was well known that the most flat- 
tering overtures had been transmitted to the Duke 
from the <?ourt of St Germains. The character and 
temper of Scotland were still little known, and it 
was considered as a volcano, which might, indeed, 
slumber for a series of years, but was still liable, 
at a moment the least expected, to break out into 
a wasteful eruption. It was, therefore, of the high- 
est importance to retain some hold over so import- 
ant a personage as the Duke of Argyle, and Caro- 
line preserved the power of doing so by means of 
a lady, with whom, as wife of George II., she might 
have been supposed to be on less intimate terms. 

It was not the least instance of the Queen's ad- 
dress, that she had contrived that one of her prin- 
cipal attendants, Lady Suffolk, should unite in her 
own person the two apparently inconsistent cha- 
racters, of her husband's mistress, and her own very 
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obsequious and complaisant confident. By this dex- 
terous management the Queen secured her power 
against the danger which might most have threat- 
ened it the thwarting influence of an ambitious 
rival ; and if she submitted to the mortification of 
being obliged to connive at her husband's infidelity, 
she was at least guarded against what she might 
think its most dangerous effects, and was besides at 
liberty, now and then, to bestow a few civil insults 
upon " her good Howard," whom, however, in 
general, she treated with great decorum.* Lady 
Suffolk lay under strong obligations to the Duke 
of Argyle, for reasons which may be collected from 
Horace Walpole's Reminiscences of that reign, and 
through her means the Duke had some occasional 
correspondence with Queen Caroline, much inter- 
rupted, however, since the part ho had taken in 
the debate concerning the Porteous mob, an affair 
which the Queen, though somewhat unreasonably, 
was disposed to resent, rather as an intended and 
premeditated insolence to her own person and au- 
thority, than as a sudden ebullition of popular ven- 
geance. Still, however, the communication remain- 
ed open betwixt them, though it had been of late 
disused on both sides. These remarks will be 
found necessary to understand the scene which is 
about to be presented to the reader. 

From the narrow alley which they had traversed, 
the Duke turned into one of the same character, 
but broader and still longer. Here, for the first 

* See Horace Walpole's Reminiscences. 
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time since they had entered these gardens, Jeanie 
saw persons approaching them. 

They were two ladies ; one of whom walked a 
little behind the other, yet not so much as to pre- 
vent her from hearing and replying to whatever 
observation was addressed to her by the lady who 
walked foremost, and that without her having the 
trouble to turn her person. As they advanced very 
slowly, Jeanie had time to study their features and 
appearance. The Duke also slackened his pace, as 
if to give her time to collect herself, and repeatedly 
desired her not to be afraid. The lady who seem- 
ed the principal person had remarkably good fea- 
tures, though somewhat injured by the small-pox, 
that venomous scourge, which each village Escula- 
pius (thanks to Jenner) can now tame as easily as 
their tutelary deity subdued the Python, The 
lady's eyes were brilliant, her teeth good, and her 
countenance formed to express at will either majesty 
or courtesy. Her form, though rather embonpoint, 
was nevertheless graceful ; and the elasticity and 
firmness of her step gave no room to suspect, what 
was actually the case, that she suffered occasionally 
from a disorder the most unfavourable to pedestrian 
exercise. Her dress was rather rich than gay, and 
her manner commanding and noble. 

Her companion was of lower stature, with light- 
brown hair and expressive blue eyes. Her features, 
without being absolutely regular, were perhaps 
more pleasing than if they had been critically hand- 
some. A melancholy, or at least a pensive expres- 
sion, for which her lot gave too much cause, pre- 
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dominated when she was silent, but gave way to a 
pleasing and good-humoured smile when she spoke 
to any one. 

When they were within twelve or fifteen yards 
of these ladies, the Duke made a sign that Jeanie 
should stand still, and stepping forward himself, 
with the grace which was natural to him, made a 
profound oheisance, which was formally, yet in a 
dignified manner, returned by the personage whom 
he approached. 

" I hope," she said, with an affable and conde- 
scending smile, " that I see so great a stranger at 
court, as the Duke of Argyle has been of late, in 
as good health as his friends there and elsewhere 
could wish him to enjoy." 

The Duke replied, " That he had be.en perfectly 
well ;" and added, " that the necessity of attending 
to the public business before the House, as well as 
the time occupied by a late journey to Scotland, 
had rendered him less assiduous in paying his duty 
at the levee and drawing-room than he could have 
desired." 

" When your Grace can find time for a duty so 
frivolous," replied the Queen, " you are aware of 
your title to be well received. I hope my readiness 
to comply with the wish which you expressed yes- 
terday to Lady Suffolk, is a sufficient proof that 
one of the royal family, at least, has not forgotten 
ancient and important services, in resenting some- 
thing which resembles recent neglect." This was 
said apparently with great good-humour, and in a 
tone which expressed a desire of conciliation. 
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The Duke replied, " That he would account him- 
self the most unfortunate of men, if he could be 
supposed capable of neglecting his duty, in modes 
and circumstances when it was expected, and would 
have been agreeable. He was deeply gratified by 
the honour which her Majesty was now doing to 
him personally ; and he trusted she would soon 
perceive that it was in a matter essential to his 
Majesty's interest, that he had the boldness to give 
her this trouble." 

" You cannot oblige me more, my Lord Duke," 
replied the Queen, " than by giving me the advan- 
tage of your lights and experience on any point of 
the King's service. Your Grace is aware, that I 
can only be the medium through which the matter 
is subjected to his Majesty's superior wisdom ; but 
if it is a suit which respects your Grace personally, 
it shall lose no support by being preferred through 
me." 

" It is no suit of mine, madam," replied the Duke ; 
" nor have I any to prefer for myself personally, 
although I feel in full force my obligation to your 
Majesty. It is a business which concerns his Ma- 
jesty, as a lover of justice and of mercy, and which, 
I am convinced, may be highly useful in concilia- 
ting the unfortunate irritation which at present 
subsists among his Majesty's good subjects in Scot- 
land." 

There were two parts of this speech disagreeable 
to Caroline. In the first place, it removed the flat- 
tering notion she had adopted, that Argyle design- 
ed to use her personal intercession in making his 



THE HEART OF MID-LOTIIIAX. 385 

peace with the administration, and recovering the 
employments of which he had been deprived ; and 
next, she was displeased that he should talk of the 
discontents in Scotland as irritations to be conci- 
liated, rather than suppressed. 

Under the influence of these feelings, she an- 
swered hastily, " That his Majesty has good sub- 
jects in England, my Lord Duke, he is bound to 
thank God and the laws that he has subjects in 
Scotland, I think he may thank God and his sword." 

The Duke, though a courtier, coloured slightly, 
and the Queen, instantly sensible of her error, add- 
ed, without displaying the least change of coun- 
tenance, and as if the words had been an original 
branch of the sentence " And the swords of those 
real Scotchmen who are friends to the House of 
Brunswick, particularly that of his Grace of Ar 
gyle." 

" My sword, madam," replied the Duke, " like 
that of my fathers, has been always at the command 
of my lawful king, and of my native country I 
trust it is impossible to separate their real rights 
and interests. But the present is a matter of more 
private concern, and respects the person of an ob- 
scure individual." 

" What is the affair, my Lord?" said the Queen. 
" Let us find out what we are talking about, lest we 
should misconstrue and misunderstand each other." 

" The matter, madam," answered the Duke of 
Argyle, " regards the fate of an unfortunate young 
woman in Scotland, now lying under sentence of 
death, for a crime of which I think it highly pro* 

VOL. XII. 2 K 



386 TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

bable that she is innocent. Arid my humble peti- 
tion to your Majesty is, to obtain your powerful 
intercession with the King for a pardon." 

It was now the Queen's turn to colour, and she 
did so over cheek and brow neck and bosom. She 
paused a moment, as if unwilling to trust her voice 
with the first expression of her displeasure ; and on 
assuming an air of dignity and an austere regard of 
control, she at length replied, " My Lord Duke, I 
will not ask your motives for addressing to me a 
request which circumstances have rendered such 
an extraordinary one. Your road to the King's 
closet, as a peer and a privy-councillor, entitled to 
request an audience, was open, without giving me 
the pain of this discussion. /, at least, have had 
enough of Scotch pardons." 

The Duke was prepared for this burst of indig- 
nation, and he was not shaken by it. He did not 
attempt a reply while the Queen was in the first 
heat of displeasure, but remained in the same firm, 
yet respectful posture, which he had assumed du- 
ring the interview. The Queen, trained from her 
situation to self-command, instantly perceived the 
advantage she might give against herself by yield- 
ing to passion ; and added, in the same condescend- 
ing and affable tone in which she had opened the 
interview, " You must allow me some of the pri- 
vileges of the sex, my Lord; and do not judge 
uncharitably of me, though I am a little moved at 
the recollection of the gross insult and outrage done 
in your capital city to the royal Authority, at the 
very time when it was vested in my unworthy per- 
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son. Your Grace cannot be surprised that I should 
both have felt it at the time, and recollected it now." 

" It is certainly a matter not speedil y to be forgot- 
ten," answered the Duke. " My own poor thoughts 
of it have been long before your Majesty, and I 
must have expressed myself very ill if I did not 
convey my detestation of the murder which was 
committed under such extraordinary circumstances. 
I might, indeed, be so unfortunate as to differ with 
his Majesty's advisers on the degree in which it was 
either just or politic to punish the innocent instead 
of the guilty. But I trust your Majesty will per- 
mit me to be silent on a topic in which my senti- 
ments have not the good fortune to coincide with 
those of more able men." 

" We will not prosecute a topic on which we 
may probably differ," said the Queen. " One word, 
however, I may say in private You know our good 
Lady Suffolk is a little deaf the Duke of Argyle, 
when disposed to renew his acquaintance with his 
master and mistress, will hardly find many topics 
on which we should disagree." 

" Let me hope," said the Duke, bowing profound- 
ly to so flattering an intimation, " that I shall not 
be so unfortunate as to have found one on the pre- 
sent occasion." 

" I must first impose on your Grace the duty of 
confession," said the Queen, " before I grant you 
absolution. What is your particular interest in 
this young; woman ? She does riot seem" (and she 
scanned Jeanie, as she said this, with the eye of a 
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connoisseur) " much qualified to alarm my friend 
the Duchess's jealousy." 

" I think your Majesty," replied the Duke, smi- 
ling in his turn, " will allow my taste may be a 
pledge for me OIL that score." 

" Then, though she has not much the air d'une 
grande dame, I suppose she is some thirtieth cousin 
in the terrible chapter of Scottish genealogy?" 

" No, madam," said the Duke ; " but I wish some 
of my nearer relations had half her worth, honesty, 
and affection." 

" Her name must be Campbell, at least?" said 
Queen Caroline, 

" No, madam ; her name is not quite go distin- 
guished, if I may be permitted to say so," answer- 
ed the Duke. 

" Ah ! but she comes from Inverary or Argyle- 
shire ?" said the Sovereign. 

She has never been farther north in her life 
than Edinburgh, madam," 

" Then my conjectures are all ended," said the 
Queen, " and your Grace must yourself take the 
trouble to explain the affair of your protegee." 

With that precision and easy brevity which is 
only acquired by habitually conversing in the high- 
er ranks of society, and which is the diametrical 
opposite of that protracted style of disquisition, 

" Which squires call potter, and which men call prose," 

the Duke explained the singular law under which 
Effie Deans had received sentence of death, and 
detailed the affectionate exertions which Jeanie had 
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made in behalf of a sister, for whose sake she was 
willing- to sacrifice all but truth and conscience. 

Queen Caroline listened with attention ; she was 
rather fond, it must be remembered, of an argu- 
ment, and soon found matter in what the Duke 
told her for raising difficulties to his request. 

" It appears to me, my Lord," she replied, " that 
this is a severe law. But still it is adopted upon 
good grounds, I am bound to suppose, as the law 
of the country, and the girl has been convicted un- 
der it. The very presumptions which the law con- 
strues into a positive proof of guilt exist in her case ; 
and all that your Grace has said concerning the 
possibility of her innocence may be a very good 
argument for annulling the Act of Parliament, but 
cannot, while it stands good, be admitted in favour 
of any individual convicted upon the statute." 

The Duke saw and avoided the snare ; for he was 
conscious, that, by replying to the argument, he 
must have been inevitably led to a discussion, in 
the course of which the Queen was likely to be 
hardened in her own opinion, until she became ob- 
liged, out of mere respect to consistency, to let the 
criminal suifer. " If your Majesty," he said, "would 
condescend to hear my poor countrywoman herself, 
perhaps she may find an advocate in your own heart, 
more able than I am, to combat the doubts suggest- 
ed by your understanding." 

The Queen seemed to acquiesce, and the Duke 
made a signal for Jeanie to advance from the spot 
where she had hitherto remained watching coujite- 
nances, which were too long accustomed to suppress 
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all apparent signs of emotion, to convey to her any 
interesting intelligence. Her Majesty could not 
help smiling at the awe-struck manner in which the 
quiet demure figure of the little Scotchwoman ad- 
vanced towards her, and yet more at the first sound 
of her broad northern accent. But Jeanie had a 
voice low and sweetly toned, an admirable thing in 
woman, and eke besought " her Leddyship to have 
pity on a poor misguided young creature," in tones 
so affecting, that, like the notes of some of her na- 
tive songs, provincial vulgarity was lost in pathos. 

" Stand up, young woman," said the Queen, but 
in a kind tone, " and tell me what sort of a bar- 
barous people your countryfolk are, where child- 
murder is become so common as to require the 
restraint of laws like yours ?" 

" If your Leddyship pleases," answered Jeanie, 
" there are mony places beside Scotland where 
mothers are unkind to their ain flesh and blood." 

It must be observed, that the disputes between 
George the Second, and Frederick, Prince of 
Wales, were then at the highest, and that the good- 
natured part of the public laid the blame on the 
Queen. She coloured highly, and darted a glance 
of a most penetrating character first at Jeanie, and 
then at the Duke. Both sustained it unmoved; 
Jeanie from total unconsciousness of the offence 
she had given, and the Duke from his habitual 
composure. But in his heart he thought, My un- 
lucky protegee has, with this luckless answer, shot 
dead, by a kind of chance-medley, her only hop* 
of success. 
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Lady Suffolk, good-humouredly and skilfully, in- 
terposed in this awkward crisis. " You should tell 
this lady/' she said to Jeanie, " the particular causes 
which render this crime common in your country." 

" Some thinks it's the Kirk- Session that is 
it's the it's the cutty-stool, if your Leddyship 
pleases," said Jeanie, looking down, and curtsy- 
ing. 

" The what ?" said Lady Suffolk, to whom the 
phrase was new, and who besides was rather deaf. 

" That's the stool of repentance, madam, if it 
please your Leddyship," answered Jeanie, " for 
light life and conversation, and for breaking the 
seventh command." Here she raised her eyes to 
the Duke, saw his hand at his chin, and, totally 
unconscious of what she had said out of joint, gave 
double effect to the innuendo, by stopping short and 
looking embarrassed. 

As for Lady Suffolk, she retired like a covering 
party, which, having interposed betwixt their re- 
treating friends and the enemy, have suddenly 
drawn on themselves a fire unexpectedly severe. 

The deuce take the lass, thought the Duke of 
Argyle to himself : there goes another shot and 
she has hit with both barrels right and left ! 

Indeed the Duke had himself his share of the 
confusion, for, having acted as master of ceremonies 
to this innocent offender, he felt much in the cir- 
cumstances of a country squire, who, having intro- 
duced his spaniel into a well-appointed drawing- 
room, is doomed to witness the disorder and da- 
mage which arises to china and to dress-gowns, in 
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consequence of its untimely frolics. Jeanie's last 
chance-hit, however, obliterated the ill impression 
which had arisen from the first; for her Majesty 
had not so lost the feelings of a wife in those of a 
Queen, but that she could enjoy a jest at the ex- 
pense of " her good Suffolk." She turned towards 
the Duke of Argyle with a smile, which marked 
that she enjoyed the triumph, and observed, " the 
Scotch are a rigidly moral people.*' Then again 
applying herself to Jeanie, she asked, how she tra- 
velled up from Scotland. 

" Upon my foot mostly, madam," was the reply. 

" What, all that immense way upon foot? How 
far can you walk in a day?" 

" Five and twenty miles and a bittock." 

" And a what ?" said the Queen, looking towards 
the Duke of Argyle. 

" Arid about five miles more," replied the Duke. 

" I thought I was agood walker," said the Queen, 
" but this shames me sadly." 

" May your Leddyship never hae sae weary a 
heart, that ye canna be sensible of the weariness of 
the limbs !" said Jeanie. 

That came better off, thought the Duke ; it's 
the first thing she has said to the purpose. 

" And I didna just a'thegether walk the haill way 
neither, for I had whiles the cast of a cart ; and I 
had the cast of a horse from Ferrybridge and 
divers other easements," said Jeanie, cutting short 
her story, for she observed the Duke made the sign 
he had fixed upon. 

" With all these accommodations," answered tho 
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Queen, " you must have had a very fatiguing 1 jour- 
ney, and, I fear, to little purpose ; since, if the King 
were to pardon your sister, in all probability it 
would do her little good, for I suppose your peo- 
ple of Edinburgh would hang her out of spite." 

She will sink herself now outright, thought the 
Duke. 

But he was wrong. The shoals on which Jeanie 
had touched in this delicate conversation lay under 
ground, and were unknown to her ; this rock was 
above water, and she avoided it. 

" She was confident," she said, " that baith 
town and country wad rejoice to see his Majesty 
taking compassion on a poor unfriended creature/' 

" His Majesty has not found it so in a late in- 
stance/* said the Queen ; " but, I suppose, my Lord 
Duke would advise him to be guided by the votes 
of the rabble themselves, who should be hanged 
and who spared?" 

" No, madam," said the Duke ; " but I would 
advise his Majesty to be guided by his own feel- 
ings, and those of his royal consort ; and then, I 
am sure, punishment will only attach itself to guilt, 
and even then with cautious reluctance." 

" Well, my Lord," said her Majesty, " all these 
fine speeches do not convince me of the propriety 
of so soon showing any mark of favour to your I 
suppose I must not say rebellious ? but, at least, 
your very disaffected and intractable metropolis. 
Why, the whole nation is in a league to screen the 
savage and abominable murderers of that unhappy 
man ; otherwise; how is it possible but that, of so 
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many perpetrators, and engaged in so public an ac- 
tion for such a length of time, one at least must 
have been recognised ? Even this wench, for aught 
I can tell, may be a depository of the secret. Hark 
you, young woman, had you any friends engaged 
in the Porteous mob ?" 

" No, madam," answered Jeanie, happy that the 
question was so framed that she could, with a good 
conscience, answer it in the negative. 

" But I suppose," continued the Queen, " if you 
were possessed of such a secret, you would hold it 
matter of conscience to keep it to yourself?" 

" I would pray to be directed and guided what 
was the line of duty, madam," answered Jeanie. 

" Yes, and take that which suited your own in- 
clinations," replied her Majesty. 

" If it like you, madam," said Jeanie, " I would 
hae gaeri to the end of the earth to save the life of 
John Porteous, or any other unhappy man in his 
condition ; but I might lawfully doubt how far I 
am called upon to be the avenger of his blood, 
though it may become the civil magistrate to do so. 
He is dead and gane to his place, and they that 
have slain him must answer for their ain act. But 
my sister my puir sister Effie, still lives, though 
her days and Hours are numbered ! She still lives, 
and a word of the King's mouth might restore her 
to a broken-hearted auld man, that never, in his 
daily and nightly exercise, forgot to pray that his 
Majesty might be blessed with a long and a pros- 
perous reign, and that his throne, and the throne 
of his posterity, might be established in righteous 
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ness. O, madam, if ever ye kend what it was to 
sorrow for and with a sinning and a suffering crea- 
ture, whose mind is sae tossed that she can be nei- 
ther ca'd fit to live or die, have some compassion 
on our misery ! Save an honest house from dis- 
honour, and an unhappy girl, not eighteen years of 
age, from an early and dreadful death ! Alas ! it is 
not when we sleep soft and wake merrily ourselves, 
that we think on other people's sufferings. Our 
hearts are waxed light within us then, and we are 
for righting our ain wrangs and fighting our ain 
battles. But when the hour of trouble comes to 
the mind or to the body and seldom may it visit 
your Leddyship and when the hour of death 
comes, that comes to high and low lang and late 
may it be yours O, my Leddy, then it isna what 
we hae dune for oursells, but what we hae dune for 
others, that we think on maist pleasantly. And 
the thoughts that ye hae intervened to spare the 
puir thing's life will be sweeter in that hour, come 
when it may, than if a word of your mouth could 
hang the haill Porteous mob at the tail of ae tow." 

Tear followed tear down Jeanie's cheeks, as, her 
features glowing and quivering with emotion, she 
pleaded her sister's cause with .a pathos which was 
at once simple and solemn. 

" This is eloquence," said her Majesty to the 
Duke of Argyle. " Young woman," she continu- 
ed, addressing herself to Jeaiiie, " / cannot grant 
a pardon to your sister but you shall not want 
my warm intercession with his Majesty. Take this 
housewife case," she continued; putting a small em- 
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broidered needle-case into Jeanie's hands ; " do 
not open it now, but at your leisure you will find 
something in it which will remind you that you 
have had an interview with Queen Caroline." 

Jeanie, having her suspicions thus confirmed, 
dropped on her knees, and would have expanded 
herself in gratitude ; but the Duke, who was upon 
thorns lest she should say more or less than just 
enough, touched his chin once more. 

" Our business is, I think, ended for the present, 
my Lord Duke," said the Queen, " and, I trust, to 
your satisfaction. Hereafter I hope to see your 
Grace more frequently, both at Richmond and St 
James's. Come, Lady Suffolk, we must wish his 
Grace good morning." 

They exchanged their parting reverences, and 
the Duke, so soon as the ladies had turned their 
backs, assisted Jeanie to rise from the ground, and 
conducted her back through the avenue, which she 
trode with the feeling of one who walks in her 
sleep* 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

So soon as I can win the offended King, 
I will be known your advocate. 

Cymbeline. 

THE Duke of Argyle led the way in silence to 
the small postern by which they had been admitted 
into Richmond Park, so long the favourite resi- 
dence of Queen Caroline. It was opened by the 
same half-seen janitor, and they found themselves 
beyond the precincts of the royal demesne. Still 
not a word was spoken on either side. The Duke 
probably wished to allow his rustic protegee time 
to recruit her faculties, dazzled and sunk with col- 
loquy sublime ; and betwixt what she had guessed, 
had heard, and had seen, Jeanie Deans's mind was 
too much agitated to permit her to ask any ques- 
tions. 

They found the carriage of the Duke in the place 
where they had left it ; and when they resumed 
their places, soon began to advance rapidly on their 
return to town. 

" I think, Jeanie," said the Duke, breaking si- 
lence, " you have every reason to congratulate 
yourself on the issue of your interview with her 
Majesty/' 

" And that leddy was the Queen hersell ?" said 
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Jeanie ; " I misdoubted it when I saw that your 
honour didna put on your hat And yet I can 
hardly believe it, even when I heard her speak it 
hersell." 

" It was certainly Queen Caroline," replied the 
Duke. " Have you no curiosity to see what is in 
the little pocket-book ?" 

" Do you think the pardon will be in it, sir ?" 
said Jeanie, with the eager animation of hope. 

" Why, no," replied the Duke ; " that is unlike- 
ly. They seldom carry these things about them, 
unless they were likely to be wanted ; and, besides, 
her Majesty told you it was the King, not she, who 
was to grant it." 

" That is true too," said Jeanie ; " but I am so 
confused in my mind But does your honour think 
there is a certainty of Effie's pardon then ?" con- 
tinued she, still holding in her hand the unopened 
pocket-book. 

" Why, kings are kittle cattle to shoe behind, as 
we say in the north/' replied the Duke ; " but his 
wife knows his trim, and I have not the least doubt 
that the matter is quite certain." 

" O God be praised I God be praised !" ejacula- 
ted Jeanie ; " and may the gude leddy never want 
the heart's ease she has gien me at this moment 
And God bless you too, my Lord ! without your 
help I wad ne'er hae won near her." 

The Duke let her dwell upon this subject for a 
considerable time, curious, perhaps, to see how long 
the feelings of gratitude would continue to super- 
sede those of curiosity. But so feeble was the lat- 
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tor feeling in Jeanie's mind, that his Grace, with 
whom, perhaps, it was for the time a little stronger, 
was obliged once more to bring forward the sub- 
ject of the Queen's present. It was opened accord- 
ingly. In the inside of the case were the usual as- 
sortment of silk and needles, with scissors, tweezers, 
&c. ; and in the pocket was a bank-bill for fifty 
pounds. 

The Duke had no sooner informed Jeanie of the 
value of this last document, for she was unaccus- 
tomed to see notes for such sums, than she express- 
ed her regret at the mistake which had taken place. 
" For the hussy itsell," she said, " was a very va- 
luable thing for a keepsake, with the Queen's name 
written in the inside with her ain hand doubtless 
Caroline as plain as could be, and a crown 
drawn aboon it." 

She therefore tendered the bill to the Duke, 
requesting him to find some mode of returning it 
to the royal owner. 

" No, no, Jeanie," said the Duke, " there is no 
mistake in the case. Her Majesty knows you have 
been put to great expense, aiid she wishes to make 
it up to you." 

" I am sure she is even ower gude," said Jeanie, 
" and it glads me muckle that I can pay back Durn- 
biedikes his siller, without distressing my father, 
honest man." 

" Dumbiedikes? What, a freeholder of Mid-Lo- 
thian, is he not ?" said his Grace, whose occasional 
residence in that county made him acquainted with 
most of the heritors, as landed persons are termed 
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in Scotland " He lias a house not far from Dal- 
keith, wears a black wig and a laced hat ?" 

" Yes, sir/' answered Jeanie, who had her rea- 
sons for being brief in her answers upon this topic. 

" Ah ! my old friend Durnbie I" said the Duke ; 
" I have thrice seen him foil, and only once heard 
the sound of his voice Is he a cousin of yours, 
Jeanie ?" 

" No, sir, my Lord." 

" Then he must be a well-wisher, I suspect ?" 

" Ye yes, my Lord, sir," answered Jeanie, 
blushing, and with hesitation. 

" Aha ! then, if the Laird starts, I suppose my 
friend Butler must be in some danger ?" 

" O no, sir," answered Jeanie much more rea- 
dily, but at the same time blushing much more 
deeply. 

" Well, Jeanie," said the Duke, " you are a girl 
may be safely trusted with your own matters, and 
I shall enquire no further about them. But as 
to this same pardon, I must see to get it passed 
through the proper forms ; and I have a friend in 
office who will, for auld lang syne, do me so much 
favour. And then, Jeanie, as I shall have occasion 
to send an express down to Scotland, who will tra- 
vel with it safer and more swiftly than you can do, 
I will take care to have it put into the proper chan- 
nel ; meanwhile, you may write to your friends, by 
post, of your good success." 

" And does your Honour think," said Jeanie, 
" that will do as weel as if I were to take my tap 
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in my lap, and slip my ways hame again on my ain 
errand ?" 

" Much better, certainly," said the Duke, " You 
know the roads are not very safe for a single wo- 
man to travel." 

Jeanie internally acquiesced in this observation. 

" And I have a plan for you besides. One of 
the Duchess's attendants, and one of mine your 
acquaintance Archibald are going down to Inver- 
ary in a light calash, with four horses I have bought, 
and there is room enough in the carriage for you 
to go with them as far as Glasgow, where Archi- 
bald will find means of sending you safely to Edin- 
burgh And in the way, I beg you will teach the 
woman as much as you can of the mystery of cheese- 
making, for she is to have a charge in the dairy, 
and I dare swear you are as tidy about your milk- 
pail as about your dress." 

u Does your honour like cheese ?" said Jeanie, 
with a gleam of conscious delight as she asked the 
question. 

" Like it ?" said the Duke, whose good-nature 
anticipated what was to follow, " cakes and cheese 
are a dinner for an emperor, let alone a Highland- 
man." 

" Because," said Jeanie, with modest confidence, 
and great and evident self-gratulation, " we have 
been thought s6 particular in making cheese, that 
some folk think it as gude as the real Dunlop ; and 
if your Honour's Grace wad but accept a stane or 
twa, blithe, and fain, and proud it wad make us ! 
But maybe ye may like the ewe-milk, that is, the 
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Buckholmside* cheese better ; or maybe the gait- 
milk, as ye come frae the Highlands and I canna 
pretend just to the same skeel o' them; but my 
cousin Jean, that lives at Lockermachus in Lam- 
mermuir, I could speak to her, and" 

" Quite unnecessary/' said the Duke ; " the 
Dunlop is the very cheese of which I am so fond, 
and I will take it as the greatest favour you can do 
me to send one to Caroline- Park. But remember, 
be on honour with it, Jeanie, and make it all your- 
self, for I am a real good judge." 

" I am not feared," said Jeanie, confidently, 
" that I may please your Honour ; for I am sure 
you look as if you could hardly find fault wi' oriy 
body that did their best ; and weel is it my part, I 
trow, to do mine." 

This discourse introduced a topic upon which 
the two travellers, though so different in rank and 
education, found each a good deal to say. The 
Duke, besides his other patriotic qualities, was a 
distinguished agriculturist, and proud of his know- 
ledge in that department. He entertained Jeanie 
with his observations on the different breeds of 
cattle in Scotland, and their capacity for the dairy, 
and received so much information from her practi- 
cal experience in return, that he promised her a 
couple of Devonshire cows in reward for the lesson. 

* The hilly pastures of Buckholm, which the author now 
surveys, 

" Not in the frenzy of a dreamer's eye," 

are famed for producing the best ewe-milk cheese in the south 
of Scotland. 
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In short, his mind was so transported back to his 
rural employments and amusements, that lie sighed 
when his carriage stopped opposite to the old hack- 
ney-coach, which Archibald had kept in attendance 
at the place where they had left it. While the 
coachman again bridled his lean cattle, which had 
been indulged with a bite of musty hay, the Duke 
cautioned Jeanie not to be too communicative to 
her landlady concerning what had passed. " There 
is," he said, " no use of speaking of matters till 
they are actually settled ; and you may refer the 
good lady to Archibald, if she presses you hard 
with questions. She is his old acquaintance, and 
lie knows how to manage with her." 

He then took a cordial farewell of Jeanie, and 
told her to be ready in the ensuing week to return 
to Scotland saw her safely established in her hack- 
ney-coach, and rolled off in his own carriage, hum- 
ming a stanza of the ballad which he is said to 
have composed : 

" At the sight of Dunbarton once again, 
I'll cock up my bonnet and march amain, 
With my claymore hanging down to my heel, 
To whang at the bannocks of barley meal." 

Perhaps one ought to be actually a Scotchman 
to conceive how ardently, under all distinctions of 
rank and situation, they feel their mutual connex- 
ion with each other as natives of the same country. 
There are, I believe, more associations common to 
the inhabitants of a rude and wild, than of a well- 
cultivated and fertile country ; their ancestors have 
more seldom changed their place of residence ; their 
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sence, and I guess" (with an engaging smile) " you 
winna be the waur o* a glass of the right Rosa 
Soils." 

" I thank you, Mrs Glass/ 7 said the great man's 
great man, " but I am under the necessity of return- 
ing to my Lord directly." And making his adieus 
civilly to both cousins, he left the shop of the Lady 
of the Thistle. 

" I am glad your affairs have prospered so well, 
Jeanie, my love," said Mrs Glass ; " though, indeed, 
there was little fear of them so soon as the Duke 
of Argyle was so condescending as to take them 
into hand, I will ask you no questions about them, 
because his Grace, who is most considerate and pru- 
dent in such matters, intends to tell me all that you 
ken yourself, dear, and doubtless a great deal more ; 
so that any thing that may lie heavily on your mind 
may be imparted to me in the meantime, as you see 
it is his Grace's pleasure that I should be made 
acquainted with the whole xriatter forthwith, and 
whether you or he tells it, will make no difference 
in the world, ye ken. If I ken what he is going to 
say beforehand, I will be much more ready to give 
my advice, and whether you or he tell me about it, 
cannot much signify after all, my dear. So you 
may just say whatever .you like, only mind I ask 
you no questions about it." 

Jeanie was a little embarrassed. She thought 
that the communication she had to make was per- 
haps the only means she might have in her power 
to gratify her friendly and hospitable kinswoman. 
But her prudence instantly suggested that her se- 
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cret interview with Queen Caroline, which seemed 
to pass under a certain sort of mystery, was not a 
proper subject for the gossip of a woman like Mrs 
Glass, of whose heart she had a much better opi- 
nion than of her prudence. She, therefore, answer- 
ed in general, that the Duke had had the extraor- 
dinary kindness to make very particular enquiries 
into her sister's bad affair, and that he thought he 
had found the means of putting it a' straight again, 
but that he proposed to tell all that he thought 
about the matter to Mrs Glass herself. 

This did not quite satisfy the penetrating Mis- 
tress of the Thistle. Searching as her own small 
rappee, she, in spite of her promise, urged Jeanie 
with still further questions. " Had she been a' that 
time at Argyle-house ? Was the Duke with her 
the whole time ? and had she seen the Duchess ? 
and had she seen the young ladies and specially 
Lady Caroline Campbell ?" To these questions 
Jeanie gave the general reply, that she knew so little 
of the town that she could not tell exactly where 
she had been ; that she had not seen the Duchess 
to her knowledge ; that she had seen two ladies, 
one of whom, she understood, bore the name of 
Caroline ; and more, she said, she could not tell 
about the matter. 

" It would be the Duke's eldest daughter, Lady 
Caroline Campbell there is no doubt of that," said 
Mrs Glass ; " but, doubtless, I shall know more 
particularly through his Grace, And so, as the 
cloth is laid in the little parlour above stairs, and it 
is past three o'clock, for I have been waiting this 
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hour for you, and I have had a snack myself ; and 3 
as they used to say in Scotland in my time I d<] 
not ken if the word be used now there is ill talk- 
ing between a full body and a fasting/' 
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